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| SPASIA and Chelonida were 
1 A united in their infancy by the 
4 moſt tender friendſhip; Which 
was not diminiſhed, by the hatred, that 


a jc alous ambition caufſ d, btureen Leo. 


tines and N aga:les their "I ibands. The oy 
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were both delivered the ſame day of two 
daughters; that of Aſpaſia was named 
Cloe, that of Chelonida Iſmena. 


: Cloe and Iſmena, brought up together, 
loved one another from their cradle: they 
could not bear to be ſeperated: their a- 
muſements their pleaſures were the ſame. 8 


Reaſon, at length, came to knit the bands 


which ſympathy had tied. 

Both of them were handſome. Cloe 
had more vivacity than Iſmena; Iſmena 
had more ſoftneſs than Cloe. The eyes 
of Cloe darted fire and diſorder into the 
foul; thoſe of Iſmena created pleaſure 


and delight. Each of - them had an 


8 enchanting air, with, innumerable graces 


to embeliſh it. Their diſpoſitions were 


of a piece with their perſons ; that of Cloe 
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was ſmart and lively ; that of Iſmena mild 
and gentle : but nature, in forming their 
hearts,even out-did herſelf; ſhe made them 
ſincere, tender, generous and conſtant. 
They were utter ſtrangers to diſſimu- 
lation. The language of their lips was 
the language of their hearts. They were 
not envious of each others beauty; nei- 
ther of them were delighted but with the 
praiſes that were beſtowed upon the other. 


In fine their friendſhip even triumph'd over 
love. 


I part from you, my dear Iſmena, ſaid 
Cloe one day to her beloved friend; I am 
going far from Athens; but my friendſhip 
is your ſurety for my quick return. I have 
conſulted: the oracle of Venus, concern- 


ing my unfortunate paſſion Ser the un- 
* 
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grateful Agenor: the goddeſs commanded 


me to go to Paphos, and there to offer up 
a facrifie to her ſon. I obey—But my 
- heart preſages nothing but misfortunes, 
Alas! if love be not ſatisfied with my 
ſighs and tears, let him even take my life, 
for I am weary of it. 

Is this, ungrateful Cloe, interrupted Iſ- 
mena; is this the fr endſhip you flatter 
me with ? you promiſe me a quick return, 
and then you talk of dying! Alas! a 
mother borne down with age, retains me 
here at Athens; without this ſacred tie, Iſ- 
mena would not bear this cruel ſeparation. 

Cloe, deeply affected with theſe words, 
embraced Iſmena ; promiſed not to aban- 


don herſelf to deſpair, then took her leave 
and departed, 
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Iſmena weeping, followed with her eyes 
the fatal ſhip which robb'd her of her 


friend : laden with grief ſhe then returned 
to Athens. The hopes of ſeeing Cloe 


again was now her only comfort. She 
every day viſited the ſea - ſide. Each veſ- 
ſel ſeemed to bring her back her friend. 

A year elapſed ſince the departure or 
Cloe; Iſmena ſent to Paphos; Cloe had 
not been ſeen there: Iſmena wept for 
Cloe's fate, and ſoon had caule to lament 
her own. | 

One day, when ſhe went to the ſea- 
ſide, according to her uſual cuſtom, ſome 
ſtrangers ſeized her: her cries could not 
put a ſtop to their outrages. Theſe - 
ſtrangers were pirates, who forc'd her on 


board their ſhip. Her beauty had ſtruck 
B 3 
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them with aſtoniſhment. Their chief, 
on ſeeing her, cried out, Let us make 
immediately for Perſia, and be con- 
tented with our prize, leſt it be taken 
from us.“ At theſe words, the ſailors, 
ſcattered on the beach, aſſembled and re- 
turned to their ſhip ; then ſpeedily weigh- 
ed anchor, and ſoon were out of fight of 
Athens. 

Iſmena retired to a private part of the 
ſhip, to reflect upon the horror of her fate. 
Her face covered with tears, added new 
luſtre to her beauty, "The pirates admired 
her, and partook her grief. 

A young man, whom Iſmena had not 
before perceiv'd, approach'd her. Dry up 
your tears, ſaid he, thou beautiful Iſmena: 


Thoſe lovely eyes were never made for 
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weeping : the gods will protect you; you 
are their moſt perfect work. Iſmena, a- 
ſtoniſhed, beheld this youth, and found 
it was Agenor, Cloe's ungrateful lover. 
What agitations ſeized on fair Iſmena's 
heart! A ſudden joy invaded all her ſoul. 
But her friendſhip for Cloe recalled it to 


it's proper limits. 


What Agenor ! ſaid ſhe, are you in 
chains? Oh! ſpeak, and add to my mis- 
fortunes, | 

How ſweet, cry'd Agenor, are theſe 
expreſſions ! I perceive, in thoſe bright 
eyes, a dawn of hope which elevates my 
ſoul ! Can Iſmena then deſtroy it? I love 
you, and you know it. Do you not re- 
member the fatal day, in which I found 
I was belov'd by Cloe? that was the birth- 
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day of my miſeries ſince long before my 
heart had burn'd for you. The ſorrowful 
diviſion of our parents deprived me-of all 
oppoftunity of ſpeaking to you; but ] did 
not think you had inherited their hatred : 
encouraged by my paſſion, I waited for a 
favourable moment to acquaint you with 
the ſituation of my ſoul, 
| You were at the temple of Diana, your 
mother ſtrictly obſerv'd you: I drew near 
to Cloe; my ardour, my emotion was vi- 
ſible in my countenance : Cloe miſ-con- 
ſtrued it; ſhe wiſh'd to be belov'd, and 
'ſhe.imagin'd I lov'd her. I was about to 
declare to her my paſſion for you, but ſhe 
prevented me. | 
I underſtand you, Agenor, ſaid ſhe to 
to me. I have fo often wiſh'd to find in 
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your eyes the paſſion which now appears 
there, that I cannot be inſenſible of it. 
But the temple is an improper place to 
diſcourſe of theſe things: the gods will 
puniſh us if we thus divide our incence: 
to-morrow I ſhall depart with Iſmena: 
not far from Athens I have a pleaſant ru- 
ral ſeat, will you accompany us thither ? 
The aſtoniſhment into which Cloe's 
words had plunged me, would not permit 
me to undeceive her; the happineſs ſhe offer- 
ed me bound up my tongue: I was to ſce 
Iſmena, and have a favourable opportunity 
to declare to her the violence of my paſ- 
ſion; how then could J refuſe to accept 
the only happineſs which I deſired: Cloe, 
ſaid I, I will be obedient to your deſires. 
Ak me not to tell you, beauti;ul Times - 
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na, the various tranſports, by which I was 


agitated. Joy and hope were at firſt the 
invaders of my ſcul ; but their ſway was 
of ſhort duration, and the moſt racking 
uneaſineſs ſucceeded them. I knew how 
much you lov'd Cloe. What an obſtacle 
to my happineſs!) When I gaz'd on you 


during the ſacrifice, your eyes were always 
{ix'd on her. Love ſparkled in them; my 
agony was redoubled; I went out from. 
the temple. 

You know, Iſmena, with what eager- 
neſs I flew the next day to Cloe. Lou 
beheld my trouble. Cloe was afraid to ex- 
preſs her o-ẽn: my ſilence and conſuſion 
ſeem'd yet to appear ſor the love of Cloe, - 
who was as confus'd and ſilent as myſelf. 


Lou had compaſſion on our embaraſſment, 


War of the PAssroNs. II 


and your compaſſion ſery'd but to augment 
it. You left me with your friend; you 
tranſported my ſoul; I was almoſt anihi- 
lated. Do I deceive myſelf, Agenor, faid 
Cloe? — No, you love me, you yeſterday 
convinced me of it; my heart divines it, 
Be ſatisfied ; you are belov'd again; I am 
in my own power, and can diſpoſe of myſelf 
to you : our union will be happy. Iſmena 
departed to give you an opportunity of de- 
claring yourſelf. 

At this name ſo charming to my ſoul, 
I came to myſelf. My love, my honour 
compell'd me to break filence, it was be- 
come criminal. How grievous are my 
misfortunes, ſaid I! You offer me an hap- 
pineſs of which I am unworthy : I ad- 


mire your perfection; you merit adoration: 
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but I cannot offer you thoſe tranſports of 
which my heart is not the maſter. Pu- 
niſh me, bat pardon an unfortunate 
wretch, who is perhaps more to be pitied 
than yourſelf, _ 

Tou know, Iſmena, the effect which 
theſe words had upon the amiable Cloe. 
The condition in which I ſaw her till 
rents my ſoul. I did not dare confeſs the 
paſſion with which you inſpir'd me; I 
would not overwhelm her. You had not 

ſo much compaſhon for me. 

| | You reſided with Cloe, I was far from 
her: you came to me to reproach me for 
my ingratitude. You deſired to know 
whether Cloe had a rival; I confeſs'd to 
you that I lov'd, and my eyes ſaid you 
were the object; you underſtood them; 
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the confuſion in which I ſaw you, con- 


vinced me of it: I even dar'd to flatter 


_ myſelf with it, but how — have I paid 


for that moment of hope! 

Hold Agenor ! cryed you, piling no 
. : You love, and yet you love not 
Cloe; acquaint me with nothing more: 
I know too much already for a friend of 
Cloe: ' fly therefore an houſe which you 
have filled with alarms, and never pre- 
ſent yourſelf before me but as Cloe's 
lover. 


Afﬀeer theſe — you OWN me; 10 con- 


tinued motionleſs: I was willing to obey 


you: I was deſirous of baniſhing myſelf 


- from the fatal reſidence, and I could nei- 


ther go, nor ſupport the weight of my miſ- 
fortunes. At length my reſpect for you 
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reanimated my ſtrength, and I quitted 
Cloe's houſe. = | 
You fee, Iſmena, that neither your 
image, or the remembrance of your ri- 
gour are yet effaced: my love and grief 
have engraven them in my ſoul: in vain 


have I ſince ſtrove to ſpeak to you ; you 


avoided me: Cloe could not tear you - 


from my heart. She left Athens, but her 
abſence did not render me more happy ; 
you accus'd me of it, you puniſh'd me for 
it, you became more inviſible to me : in 
fine, I thought you cruel : I determined 
to fly you, and cure my paſſion. I was 
at Magara, at Sparta, and even wander- 
ed into Greece; but I carried every where 
the fatal darts, which never ceaſed to 
tear me. 
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I return'd to Athens, more enſlaved than 
ever by your charms; I found out the 
place you daily viſited to wait. for Cloe; 
thither I repaired ; I heard your cries, and 
haſtened to defend you: I ſaw the pirates 
drag you on board this ſhip: I alter'd my 
intention; inſtead of engaging with your 
raviſhers, I ſuffer'd myſelf to fall into their 
hands ; I knew it was not in my power 
to ſave you, and that my life would be of 
fervice to you: I voluntarily accepted 
chains to make yours ſet eaſy: I told the 
pirates that I Was your brother; they will 
not ſeparate us: they will ſell you to the 
king of Perſia, fair Iſmena, they appre- 
bend your deſpair; I have' promiſed to 
appeaſe it; and doubtleſs, if you love me, 
I ſhall be able to effect it. 
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Agenor's ardor pleaſed Iſmena. His 
diſcourſe had affected her. Agenor, cri- 
ed ſhe, how much am I indebted to you ! 
I am not ungrateful, I muſt needs confeſs 
it, you make me forget my ſufferings, 
and I think of nothing now but what you 


Have done for me. Ah! Cloe, you may 


now impeach my fidelity. Yes, Agenor, 
I love you, the ſame dart has wounded us 
both; but can I then afflict my Cloe: 
ſhe made me the confident of her paſſion 
for you, and the ties of friendſhip ought 
ever to be deemed inviolable: how many 


tears have they not coſt me! and how 


dear have I paid with remorſe for the con- 
ſeſſion I have juſt now made you, I ought 
e deny myſelf an happineſs Which would 
be fatal to Cloe. You paſs now for my 


A 4 2 F hh 


- Ft. 24.2 i hin. of 


. 


f (Ang. ²ĩ· · ꝓðdrTwT 6, 


— 
* 


Wax of the patsstoxs. 3 


brother, continue ſo to do, let friendſhip 


unite us: I will endeavour to ſoften your 


- misfortunes, you will make me forget 


mine: and if the gods ſhall one day bring 
us back to Athens, if we find Cloe there, 
ſill burning with the ſame fires, I will 
return to the temple of Diana: Iſmena 
will not devote herſelf but to Agenor or 
the pods. 

It is impoſlible to conceive the various 
ſentiments of Agenor: he gazed on Iſ- 
mena, his ears ſwallowed every word, 
[and yet hardly dared to believe the mean- 


ing they conveyed. Iſmena's determinati- 


on would have afflicted him; but he ſaw 
himſelf admired ; and he knew that every 


one muſt ſoon or late yield up to love. | 


Slavery, tho' a frightful proſpect, did 
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not alarm him for himſelf, he was alarm'd 


but for Iſmena : a tender lover thinks only 
of the beloved object. 

Agenor was always with Iſmena; he 
ſpent his days in her company, and watch'd 


every night to ſecure her from ills : he was 


not without fear : for the pirates were en- 
.amour'd with the beauty of Iſmena ; but 


they defended themſelves from the power 


reſt to their deſires, and intereſt is the 
reigning paſſion in abject ſouls, 

A proper room was allotted to Iſmena; 
ſhe was treated with reſpect; Agenor was 
releaſed from his chains, and ſuffered to 
accompany her; Iſmena had not been 
chain'd. They wiſh'd for a change in 


N their fortune; a thouſand unforeſeen ac- 


of her charms; they oppoſed their inte- | 
| 
| 
] 
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cidents, faid they, may put an end to our 
flavery : misfortunes have ſometimes in- 
termiſſion. | 

Three days were elaps'd fince they ſet 
fail from Athens : they appear'd ſhort to 


-Agenor-and Iſmena. Their wiſhes were 


very different from thoſe of travellers in 
general; they dreaded the end of the 
voyage. 

A frightful tempeſt aroſe; thick clouds 
covered the heavens; violent and contrary 
winds hurl'd us in the moſt imminent dan- 
ger; night added to the horror ;, the pirates 
were employed in ſtriving to defend them- 
ſelves againſt the fury of the waves. A- 
genor ran to Iſmena, he found her trem- 
bling and affrighted; ſhe threw herſelf 


in his arms: Ah! my dear Agenor, cryed 


| 
| 
| 
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ſhe, can nothing then preſerve us? we 
are about to become a prey to the angry 
billows. Alas! tis I that am the cauſe of 


your deſtruction; why did you follow me 
in this fatal veſſel ? did I not fear for you, 
ſo far from being o'er-whelm'd with hor- 
ror and deſpair, I ſhould look upon this 
frightful ſhip-wreck as a favour from the 


heavens. Great God! take my life, or 
ſave my deareſt Agenor's. 

Add not to my grief, my dear Iſmena, 
reply'd Agenor, by a wiſh ſo cruel. It 
will not- be accompliſh'd: if I cannot 


- preſerve you from the arms of death, I 
vill follow you to his dark abode. I will 
conjure the god of night never to ſepa- 
rate us: he will grant me my petition ; 


de knows the power of love. 
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Agenor, in ſpeaking thus, dried up Iſ- 
mena's tears; he tenderly embraced her; 
he ſoon forgot the danger; his tranſports 
had lifted him above fear. Is there a 


paſſion that can long defend itſelf againſt 


the attacks of love ? 
Iſmena at firſt was agitated and per- 


plex'd, but after ſome moments of ſilence, 
ſhe cried out, Leave me Agenor l... leave 
me... What would you make Iſmena falſe, 
perfidious .... ! Ah! Cloe, . . No I 


will die without remorſe. Agenor was 


afraid to take the advantage of words to 
effect his conqueſt; real love, however 
ardent, creates an aweful dread. | 
Our two lovers did not perceive the 
danger they were in. They were too 


much engaged With the tempeſt in their 
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own breaſts, They imagined they were 
the only perſons in the univerſe ; night 
and love had -covered them with their 
wings : the ſhip was however the ſport of 


the winds and waves. By turns it almoſt 
touch'd the heavens, then ſunk into an 
abyſs of water. The noiſe of claſhing 
billows, and repeated claps of thunder 
made horror {till more horrible. To this 
the affrighted pirates added their mournful 
cries. Iſmena and Agenor were intoxicated 
with love. What could they fear? 'The 
god who inpired them-made them happy 


in this ſcene of horror. He made them 


bid death defiance. Virtue alone was 
proof againſt it in fair Iſmena's heart. But ; 
Wl too ſtrong a combat had enfeebled her, 
when the ſhip by: the winds, was e | 
| 
| 
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againſt a rock. The pirates plung'd into 
the fea, and made vain efforts to preſerve 
themſelves; ſome by ſwimming, others 
by ſeizing on the maſts and planks ; but 
they all periſh'd. That part of the ſhip, 
on which was Agenor and Iſmena, wan- 
dered ſome moments with the waves ; then 
run aground upon a bank of fand at the 
fide of a rock. 

My deareſt Iſmena, cried Agenor, the 
exceſs of our love has affected the gods. 
Let us make a proper uſe of their benefits : 


I ſee that I can fave you : hope rekindles 


in my foul : let us make haſte to aſcend 


the rock; I believe it not inacceſſible : 
day which begins to appear will aſſiſt us: 
but, above all, let us take care that the 


winds do not plunge us again into the ſea. 
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Agenor and Iſmena alighted from their 
ruins of the ſhip upon the bank of ſand. 
With extreme difficulty they got up to the 
top of the rock; and here it was that 
Agenor experienc'd the moſt. alarming 
© agoinies, Notwithſtanding his utmoſt 
endeavours to ſupport Iſmena, ſhe was ſo 
fatigued and feeble, that he every moment 
expected to ſee her fall into the ſea. The 
the rock was too ſteep to ſuffer them to 
ſtop without danger. Agenor deſpaired 
of obtaining the ſummit; at length how- 
ever he arrived there, 

The ſtorm was entirely diſſipated; a 
fine ſunſhine day ſucceeded a moſt tem- 
peſtuous night. Agenor and Iſmena ſaw 
with ſurprize that a mountain exceeding 


fertile was Joined to the rock, which form'd 
a kind 


cr 


War of the PAssfoxs. 25 


a kind of plain, incompaſſed with a pal- 
lifade of thick trees: a ſpring of clear 
water refreſhing it, a veidant green, 
flowers, and fruits, combin'd to embelliſh 
this delightful place. 

| Agenor began to recover breath: what 
a delicious place is this, ſaid he! the 
gods who have brefery'd us, have con= 
ducted us hither ; let us thank them, and 
repoſe ourſelves. Iſmena made no an- 
ſwer. Agenor attempted to embrace her; 
ſhe fell into his arms, ſpeechleſs and ina- 
nimate: bs 
What a fituation was this for Agenor, 
how could he afford Iſmena ſuccour! he 
ſtrove in vain with embraces to bring her 
back to life. Iſmena no longet breath'd ; 
Agenor, hopeleſs, pierced the heavens 

Vor. I. 9 
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with his cries : he lamented his fate in the 
moſt pathetic terms : he was reſoly'd ta 
die; he ran to throw himſelf into the ſea 
he was ſtop'd, and found himſelf in Cloe's 


arms. | 
Cloe had been a witneſs of the tranſ- 


ports of her lover; Agenor had not ſeen 
her; he ſaw nothing but Iſmena. Live 
for Iimena, ſaid Cloe to Agenor: Iſmena 
perhaps {till breathes ; let us haſten to her 
aſſiſtance. 

The ſpeedy endeavours of Agenor and 
Cloe recalled to life Iſmena. How great 


was her ſurprize! ſhe gazed attentively 


upon her friend and lover: her wandring 


eyes declared the diſorder of her mind : 
where am I, ſaid ſhe? but do I not ſee him 


death has again united us: thou wilt know, 
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my dear Cloe, how far my weakneſs has 
carry'd me. In hell all things are known. 
Pardon me, 1 will render thee Agenor. 


The gods, and my juſt remorſe ſhall re- 


venge thee. They have commanded 


me to reſign to you, the only happineſs of 


my ſoul. 

Ah! my dear Iſmena, cried Agenor, I 
can be only yours: thou art not dead: I 
thought you was, and went to follow you. 
Cloe has ſaved me from my fury. Let her, 
for the recompence of this benefit, repay 
herſelf with the moſt tender friendſhip. 
Agenor burns but for Iſmena. 

This diſcourſe of Agenor, and the miſe- 
rable ſtate to which it reduced Cloe, 
brought Iſmena to herſelf. You love me, 


ſaid fhe to Agenor, and yet you would be 
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the death of my friend: I will die with 
her. Be comforted, deareſt Cloe; Agenor 
oweth thee his life ; he oweth thee his 
heart, I ought to reſign it to thee. 

No, Iſmena, interrupted Cloe, I will 
not procure the miſery of all that's 
dear to me: I admire your virtue; my 
heart is convinced of your friendſhip, 
You would reſign me a lover that adores 
you, and that you adore, but it is my 
buſineſs to ſuppreſs a paſſion which would 
obſtruct your happineſs : however, at the 
preſent, follow me, you want refreſhment. 

Cloe conducted Iſmena and Agenor 
into a grotto, appearing to be form'd 
by nature only; which could not be ex- 
celled by the fineſt workmanſhip of art. 


It was an hollow cut in a rock, a kind 
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of a cupola covered it, and formed an o- 
pening which rendred light agreable and 
not too ſtrong; it was hung with ver- 
dant moſs, delightful tapeſtry: turf curi- 
ouſly embelliſhed with flowers, were the 
ſeats which nature had provided for them. 
Cloe had fix'd her reſidence in this en- 
chanting grotto; ſhe had that very day 
gather'd on the mountain, ſome delicious 
fruits, ſuch as were not to be found in other 
climates. 5% Ali 

Love had never united more tender lo- 
vers or more faithful friends; and never 
were hearts, ſo firmly join'd, ſo penetrated 
with ſorrow. A ſilent ſadneſs reigned 
throughout the grotto ; at length Iſmena 
broke it. To what my dear Cloe, ſaid 
ſhe, am I indebted for. your dear pre- 


C 3 


WT - 


_ 


30 WAR of the PAssloNs. 


ſence ; who conducted you here ? tell me 


every thing that has happen'd to you ſince 
the fatal day which ſeperated us; you 
ſhall be ſatisfied, replied Cloe, immediate! y. 

The gods can teſtify, my dear Iſmena, 
the grief which ſeized me when J parted 


from you; it augmented that ſorrow 


which I thought was already arrived to 


the greateſt exceſs. 
How miſerable are we ! how extremely 


miſerable! o'er-whelm'd with the moſt 


poignant grief, When we think our- 
ſelves arrived at the very ſummit of mis- 
fortunes; our woes can ſtill increaſe: 
is miſery then our proper element? and 
is happineſs incompatible with our ſouls. 
I was ſorrowful and dejected in the ſhip 
which ſeparated me from you. Every 
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decurrence encreaſed my uneaſineſs. The 


waves of the ſea painted the agitations of 


my ſoul. The joy of ſome of the paſ- 


ſengers, created in me a ſentiment of en- 


vy which even tore my heart. Thoſe who 
appeared ſorrowful, excited my compaſ- 


ſion for them and myſelf. They redoubled 
my grief. At length I became motionleſs 
like an inanimate, and continued ſo half 
a day, when a venerable old man came 


and accoſted me thus, 

What a ſhameful ſubmiſſion ! ſaid he to 
me with a low voice; the gods diſdain a 
cowardly foul. If you would excite their 
attention and merit their aſſiſtance, you 
muſt addreſs them with petitions. They 
have however had compaſſion on you. As 
foon as night has drawn her ſable curtain 
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over the heavens; a boat wll come for us; 
it will conduct us to Paphos, but not in 
the uſual channel: the ſide of the iſland 


| 
where we ſhall land is unknown, and in- 


acceſſible to thoſe whom the gods will not 
deign to protect, At theſe words, I con- 
tinued ſilent with aſtoniſhment and fear: 
Be not alarmed, replied the old man, I 
am the prieſt of the temple of love ; that 


god has appeared to me this night; he has 


revealed to me your paſſion for Agenor, 


| 

and your intention of coming to Paphos: | 
In fine he tranſported me to this, ſhip, 
Ah] Cloe, what happineſs is in ſtore for N 
you ! What pleaſures is love preparing? 
Thus ſpake the old man: perſuaſion 

fat upon his lips; I promiſed to attend 


him. My heart was filled with joy 
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Night arrived, the boat appear'd, the old 
man and I went into it. I thought the 
people in the ſhip did not perceive our 
fight : the old man aſſured me we were 


Lou are ſurprized at my ſimplicity, my 
dear Iſmena ! do you not conſider that 
misfortunes will obſcure the mind, and 
that our wiſhes render us credulous? I 
was in the boat alone with the old man; | 
I did not apprehend any danger: feat could 
not get poſſeſſion of my "ſoul, it Was 
wholly occupied with ſtronger paſſions: 
beſides, as I reverenced the gods; I knew 
that to them nothing was impoſlible: 
Our boat did not fail a great while before 
it joined to a ſhip which night had obſcur- 
ed from my eyes: a frightful tempeſt 
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threatens us, ſaid the old man, let us en- 
ter into this ſhip. to preſerve ourſelves. 

At theſe words I felt a juſt ſuſpicion 

riſing in my breaſt, Let us remain in 

this boat, ſaid I, which love has ſent us, 

what have we to fear, ſince he protects N 

us? ö 

I continued to ſpeak ; the boat was al» 1 

ready full of barbarians ; they carried ine, 

| 

; 

| 


notwithſtanding my cries, on board the 
veſſel ; the old man followed me. I load- 
ed him with reproaches. Villain, ſaid J to 
him, you jeſt with the gods, but they will 
puniſh you for it, It is you alone, reply- 
ed he, who have the diſpo/al of my fate ; N 
you can render me happy or miſerable: | 
pardon me beautiful Cloe, tis love, the 


ſame fire with which you conſume, that 


— 
- 


WaR of the PAssIoNs, 35 


makes me guilty. But, do not alarm your- 
ſelf; it is not an enfeebled old man that I 
would preſent to you, but my ſon, who 


| 

| 

| 

| has felt the power of your charms: he has 
| feen you at Athens: he adores you; but 
: his awe commanded ſilence ; his mournful 
fate conducted him one day to you and 
n fair Iſmena: he heard you talk, and found 
| you lov'd Agenor. Deſpair poſſeſs d his 
ſoul, his health and ſtrength decay'd. 

| Perceiving my ſon's decline, I reſolved 
to ſpeak to you in his behalf. I was ac- 
| quainted with your deſign of going to 


Paphos, I gueſs'd the motive of it, for I 


| knew the exceſs of your paſſion : I flat- 
tered myſelf that you would excuſe the 


ſame exceſs in my ſon ; but the youth har 
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too much reſpect for you to permit me to 
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make him a confident in the project I had 
form'd. He entreated me to quit Athens, 
that he might ſhorten, by your abſence, 
a life which was inſupportable to him: I 


conſented to his departure; he Went on 
board a ſhip which belong'd to me; I had 


an interview with the captain of, that Which 


| 
was to convoy you to Paphos; a ſum of 1 
money won him to my wiſhes ; he pro- | 
miſed he would fufter you to be taken from | 
the ſhip, Our two ſhips ſailed the ſame 

day, Ydunow, fair Cloe, behold yourſelf | 
in mine. Agenor is an ungrateful wretch , ü 
my ſon is amiable: continue to love, but f 
change your lover. If you will, you may | 
be happy; I am à Perſian, Ogyris is my | 
country; my fortune and diſtinction will 


anſwer your utmoſt wiſhes..;. But let us; 
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pay a viſit to my ſon, he is perhaps, at 
this moment, invoking death; come bring 
him back to life ! | 
The old man's diſcourſe threw me into 
the moſt terrible ſituation. I was unable 
to utter a ſingle word. I ſuffer d myſelf 
to be drag'd into this new lover's chamber, 
He was ſeated upon a bed, ſupporting his 
head with his arm. His melancholy was 
ſo profound that he took no notice of us. 
Arſes, ſaid the old man to him; be- 


hold Cloe, whom love hath ſent thee: 


At theſe words he recoyer'd from his le- 
thargy, ſaw me, and threw himſelf at my 
feet. He {trove to ſpeak, but his extacy' 


would not permit him. How was my foul 
toſs'd with different agitations! Anger, 


ſbame, and grief rack d me by turns L 
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could not reſiſt their efforts; I fell, mo- 


tionleſs, in the arms of Arſes; I conti- 


nued ſome time in a ſwoon ; and when I 
recover'd I found myſelf in a bed ſur- 


rounded with ſlaves. Arfes was on his | 
knees before me, his eyes flow'd with tears; | 
but his grief had no effect upon me; 1 
was under too much concern for myſelf, 

What! barbarian ! ſaid I to Arſes, muſt 
thou uſe violence to make thyſelf belov'd ? 
are theſe your terms of love? O ye gods ! 8 
is this a lover for Cloe, go! let me tear | 
myſelf from thy arms ! Cloe is not afraid- b 
of death; ſhe prefers it to the horror of | 
being thine. 


Madam, replied Arles, I am more deſerv- 
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ing of your pity than your anger. I make 


you unhappy ; you think me guilty, I a- 
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dore you, but my reſpect is equal to my 
love: my father has made me appear 
criminal; he has juſt now told me 
the deceit which he has practiced : I was | 
about to puniſh him for it by plunging a 
dagger in my boſom ; but he found means 
to prevent it: he ſwore by the glorious 
ſun, that you ſhould not one hour ſurvive 
me. This folemn oath has made me 
tremble for you. Madam, I will live but 
to preſerve your life: I will live to reſtore 
you that liberty which has been unjuſtly 
raviſh'd from you; and then I ſhall bes 
contented to die, rather than be for ever 
the object of your hatred. You ſhall be 
treated with honour madam : dein there- 
fore to feign a little, that my father ſee 
pot all your grief, nor all your hatred for 
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me: he would be inſenſible to your tears 3 
he would obſerve them, and I ſhould not be 
able to redreſs you; but, as ſoon as we 
arrive in Perſia, you ſhall have your li- 
berty. Arſes will ſend you to your native 
country, and you will find that a barba - 
ian knows how to love, and how to ſa- 
crifice himſelf to what he loves. 

This diſcourſe of Arſes appeaſed me; 
however I till doubted; my credulity had 
already coſt me dear; but the ſoul of Arſes 
| ſhone forth in his eyes. | 

Arſes was an amiable figure; his face 
was ſtriking, his air genteel and noble. 

Generoſity and ſincerity appeared in his 
| countenance. I begg'd him to leave me; 
he retired. K eb} 0) 


I was now left to my own- thoughts; 
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and ſhall I tell it you Iſmena, without 


bluſhing at my weakneſs! I thought of 
nothing but Agenor. Why has he not 


the heart of Arſes, ſaid I to myſelf ! The 


ingrate would have met with a diffe- 
rent fate from that of his rival. Great 
god of love, wound him with the ſame 


arrows with which thou haſt wounded 


Arſes! What avails it to me to be loved 
by any other than Agenor ? theſe were 
the ideas I then entertain d; I form'd a 
thouſand wiſhes; but never thoſe of lov- 
ing Arſes, and forgetting Agenor. Your 
abſence, my dear Iſmena, ſtill aroſe in 
my memory to augment my woes. 


The Perſians are generous friends, but 


implacable enemies. I was afraid of en- 
raging Boranes Arſes's father. Boranes 


d. 
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Was fierce, abſolute in his reſolutions, vio- 
lent when he was offended or reſiſted, but 
generous and honeſt, He had however 
employed perfidy and falſhood againſt me 
but it was his regard for his ſon which 
hurl'd him into that exceſs. How many 
are there who would think their crimes 


eraſed by ſentiments ſo praiſe-worthy. 
I ſuppreſs d my ſorrow before Boranes z 


Arſes was it's only victim. You talk to 
me of your love, faid I to him, be you, 
in your turn, the confident of my ſuffer- 
ings. You muſt now no longer hope, 
to hope in vain would but augment your 
woes, I convers'd of Agenor with Arſes; 
J reminded him of his promiſes; he re- 
peated them; I promiſed an eternal friend- 
ip. | | 
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We had a very happy voyage; we ar- 
rived at Ogyris; we were received by the 


inhabitants of that iſland with aclama- 
tions of joy: Arſes was beloved there, 


his mother congratulated my arrival with 
the utmoſt tenderneſs and reſpect ſhe al- 
lotted me a magnificent apartment. A 


perſon of the moſt delicate taſte could not 


but be delighted with it: The Perfians are 


as voluptuous as magnificent. 


My chamber window opened towards 
the ſea. This proſpect excited in me a 
thouſand reflections. I meditated upon 
the immenſe ſpace which ſeparated me 
from Agenor and Iſmena. I reflected on 
the means of rejoining them, but could 
not determine on any thing; but the eſ- 
teem which the character of Arſes had 
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given birth to in my heart, in ſome mea- 
ſure removed my fears. Ameſtris, the 
niece of Boranes, came to viſit me, ſhe 
conducted me to a delicious bath, the ſlaves 
uncover'd us; the eyes of Ameſtris were 
fixed upon me. Sorrow appeared to be 
painted there: I thought ſhe look'd upon 
me with envy ; this idea is the firſt which 
ſelf-love beſtows. RET 

After the bath, I was conducted into a 
beautiful garden; it was ſituated on the 
ſea · ſide; nature and art had done their 
utmoſt to out vie each other in it's em- 
belliſhments. The moſt curious and un- 
common flowers were there aſſembled, 
and ſorted with the greateſt taſte and ele- 
gance : the air, was aromatic: the beau- 
tiful walks environ'd with thick trees, in 
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many places rendered the ſun impenetra- 
ble; which gave to autumn the appearnce 


of ſpring: the curious fountains both aſto- 


niſhed and delighted: a number of ſtatues 
were erected there which ſeem'd almoſt 
animate ; and which were ranged with the 
utmoſt ſymmetry and proportion : in fine 
it was a maſter-piece of art and nature. 

Supper was ſerv'd up in a grove of jeſ- 


ſamin and roſes. A refinement of the moſt 
exquiſite taſte was diſplay d in the delicious 
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banquet we were preſented with. Gold 
glitter d on the table; the fide-board was 
ſet out with the moſt excellent Grecian 
| "ht 2%; it 
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In fine, every thing concurr'd to excito 
in quiet ſouls that delight which enflames 
the ſenſes, and which ſo frequently reſem- 
bles that which proceeds from the heart. 
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Boranes ſtrove to inſpire us with that 
ſatisfaction, which he himſelf enjoyed; 
but he was unable to make it penetrate 
into our ſouls, I was plung'd into an ex- 


ceſs of ſorrow : my dejection affected Ar- 


ſes; Ameſtris beheld us with eyes flow- 


ing with tears. What demon, jealous of 
.my happineſs, cried Boranes, troubles and 
diſmays you ! has Cloe deceiy'd us, does 
ſhe make you uneaſy, ſaid Boranes, ad- 
drefling himſelf to Arſes ; ſpeak my child? 


we are not to be thus contemn'd. 


No father, replied Arſes, Cloe does not 
contemn us; my heart is ſatisfied concern- 


ing hers ; the thoughts of her native coun- 


try employs her: we muſt, by our reſpect 


and regard, endeavour to make her for- 


get it. 


You ſee, madam, replied Boranes, the 
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very heart of Arſes; I perceive how dear 
he pays for his diſimulation. Ah! Cloe, 
you are ſtill blinded with an unjuſt paſſion; 
you ſee notwithſtanding that we have here 
every thing to anticipate your wiſhes, 
Arſes is as amiable as Agenor, and he 
loves you too. Your. wedding ſhall be 
celebrated with the moſt brilliant enter- 
tainments; I have ordered them to be 


prepared: in the ſpace of eight days you 


muſt beſtow your hand on Arſes. 


Theſe words ſtruck me like a thun- 
derbolt; Arſes partook of my anguiſh; 
and ſo far was he from being pleaſed with 
the reſolution of Boranes, that it aug- 
mented his uneaſineſs: how noble and 
generous were his ſentiments ! he that was 


maſter of ſuch amiable qualities, knew 
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how to force his way through the moſt 
tumultuous paſſions. | 
Our own ſituation had hindered us from 
obſerving that of Ameſtris: ſhe grew ex- 
ceeding pale. I am ſuddenly taken ill, 


ſaid ſhe, ſpeaking to Martheſia, the mo- 


ther of Arſes; I muſt retire to my apart- 
ment; I have need of reſt. Ameſtris 
went out; a few minutes after, I follow- 
ed her. I found her on the bed, I fat my- 
ſelf down by her bed-ſide. I thought ſhe 
loved Arſes, and wanted to inform my- 
felf: 1 was preſently ſatisfied. 
Well madam, ſaid ſhe to me; you are 
afraid of being united to Arſes: vou de- 
bie him whom the gods! have — pains 
to render amiable; what gm a} do 


\ 
you prod uce ! Alas! ſince you have ſtolen 
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from me the heart of Arſes, eſteem a gift 
ſo precious. Be you the price of his in- 


conſtancy; make but my lover happy, and 


I ſhall die without regret. 

Theſe. words of Ameftris aſtoniſhed 
me; I was ſorry to learn the heart of Arſes 
was capable of infidelity : I did not love 
Arſes, but the eſteem I had for him, ap- 
pear'd then to be upon an ill foundation, 
My ſelf-love was piqued atit. Wenone 
of us chooſe to be deceived. 

After a few moment's reflection, I ſaid 
to Ameſtris : Theſe are the gods, ma- 
dam, which have rendered me inſenſible to 
the flames of Arſes; their will is to make 
you happy. I ſhall never be his. Be 


comforted ; my indifference join'd with 


your love and charms will bring you back 


the heart of Arſes. 
Vol. I, D 
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Ameſtris could not conceal the joy with 
which theſe words inſpired her ; ſhe re- 
turn'd me thanks with tranſport : Irequeſt- 
ed her not to mention what I ſaid to Bo- 
ranes, and took my leave of her. 

I found Arſes waiting for me in my a- 
partment. Are you not afraid of me, ſaid 
he? I am the cauſe of your misfortunes z 

but I will puniſh myſelf ſeverely for it; 
I will convey you back to Athens, or end 
my hated days. My life is odious to me 
becauſe it vexes you. 

Arſes, ſaid I to him, you can procure 
me my liberty without expoſing yourſelf 
to the anger of Boranes; give back your 
heart to Ameſtris, aſk her of Boranes : he 
had rather you were united to his niece 
than me. Ameſtris is worthy of you; 


you have thought her amiable, If you 
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had been conſtant, what miſeries 
would you have avoided. Ameſtris has 
told me this, continued I,—nay bluſh not 
Arſes ; your return to her will efface your 
levity, and you will regain my eſteem ; 
for I confeſs your inconſtancy has dimi- 
niſhed it. 

I know too well the arts of vile Ameſ- 
tris, replied Arfes: you are ignorant of 
the ar: of diſſimulation; you are ſtill a 
greater ſtranger to perfidy. Hearts, made 
like yours, know only juſtice and ſinceri- 
ty. Blood has united me to Ameſtris; I 
ought not therefore to publiſh the black- 
neſs of her ſoul. An unjuſt prejudice 
would reflect upon us the ſhame of our 
relations; but it is neceſſary that you ſhould 


know Ameſtris, that you may be enabled 
D 2 
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| | to guard againſt her : beſides, as you are 
equitable, you know that we ought to 


bluſh but at our own crimes ; Arſes can 

ſwear to you that he will never be aſham'd; 

he ſcorns to tread any other path than 

that of virtue. Ameſtris loves me, con- 

tinued he, I deſpiſe her; judge, madam, 
| if I am to blame. 

Mitranes, the brother of Boranes, was 
the father of Ameſtris. Scarce had Ameſ- 
tris attained her fifth year when Mitranes 
died. Mitranes had no other child, he | 
committed her at his death to the care of 
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Boranes, to whom he bequath'd his ef- 
fects, in truſt for her. Mitranes having 
been many years governor of Ogyris, had 
left an immenſe fortune to his daughter. 


The mother of Ameſtris was wicked and 
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deſigning; Mitranes was ſenſible of it; 
he therefore would not put in her power 
the fate of Ameſtris. 

1 was about the age of Ameſtris, was 
brought up with her, and was a witneſs 
of her faults : ſhe has even been falſe, and 
is now become perfidious. 

She conceived for me a moſt violent 
affection ; my averſion for her was at the 
ſame time increaſing in my ſoul ;—her 
eyes acquainted me with her flame; I 
pretended not to underſtand them, I a- 
voided her preſence. 

My ſon, ſaid Boranes to me one day, 
Ameſtris loves you; do you love her: 
are you willing to eſpouſe her? No, my 
lord, anſwered I, I do not love Ameſtris; 
ſhe would make my life unhappy. I have 
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perceived, replied Boranes, the difference 
betwixt your diſpoſition and that of Ameſ- 
tris ; if love could work a change in hers, 
your intereſt would make me wifh for ſuch 
an union; but I love you too much to 
conſtrain you. Arbaces loves Ameſtris ; 
their characters reſemble each other ; let 
them unite them. 

This project of my father's fill'd me 
with joy: I was about to be deliver'd 


from Ameſtris: Boranes acquainted her 


with his intentions; ſhe obſected againſt 
them ; I would rather wed with death than 


with Arbaces, faid ſhe : what! would you 


maxe me miſerable ? is it thus you execute 
the confidence which Mitranes has repc ſed 
in you ? 

| Meroa, the mother of Ameſtris, ſe- 
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conded the reſiſtance of her daughter: 


Boranes was unwilling to offend her; he 
had too much eſteem for his brother's me- 


mory. 


The project of Boranes deprived Ameſ- 


tris of all hopes; ſhe no longer doubted 
of my indifference; her love or rather her 
fury encreaſed ; ſhe conceived a deſign the 
moſt odious and malignant. 

Martheſia had a beautiful woman ſlave; 


I was at an age, wherein the paſſions are 
tempeſtuous. I often made this ſlave a 


nightly viſit. Ameſtris diſcover'd it; ſhe 
bribed the ſlave, and one night took her 
place, 

The chamber of the ſlave joined to 
that of Martheſia. Nothing but ſilence 
and obſcurity could prevent our being diſ- 
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cover'd. I ſaw not Ameſtris, though 1 


was in her arms: I was ignorant of my 
misfortune : the intention of Ameſtris was 
to ſurprize me there : ſhe was to give a 
ſignal to the ſlave, the ſlave was to relate 


it to Meroa, Boranes, and Martheſia. 


Ameſtris flatter d herſelf that nobody 


would believe the cheat ſhe was about to 
play upon me, and that Boranes would 
oblige me to marry her: but ſhe herſelf 
preſerved me from the misfortune which 
ſhe had prepared for me; her love turn'd 
traitor. Abandon'd to her paſſions, ſhe 
forgot her ſchemes. By ſome half words 
which involuntarily eſcaped her lips, I 
found her out. I tore myſelf from her 
arms. In vain did ſhe endeavour to de- 


tain me. Tranſported with fury, ſhe 
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"tnatch'd a poniard, and plung'd it in her 


boſom. I am dying, faid ſhe to me, thou 
haſt kill'd me, but my death ſhall be re- 
veng d. Thou can't not depart from this 
room, the doors are faſt. The virtuous 
Arſes will be taken for an infamous mur- 
derer. "= 
Judge, madam, of the trouble I was 
in on this occaſion. I approach'd the bed- 
fide of Ameſtris, ſtill doubting the reali- 
ty of her fury; but ! found her weltring 
in her blood. I knew not what to do. I 
alarmed the family, and call'd for help: 
they aroſe, the ſlave ran away, the door 
was broke open, and the family enter'd. 
Meroa threw herſelf upon her daugh- 
ter, calling me her murderer. My con- 
fuſion hindered me from defending myſelf, 
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. They ſtopt the blood which ran from AZ 

| meſtris's wound, and dreſs'd it. It was 

1 judg'd mortal. 
n Arbaces, the lover of Ameſtris, was the 
governor of Ogyris; he was made ac- 


quainted with our misfortunes. Ameſtris 


accuſed me: The ſlave has betrayed me, 
aid ſhe, brib'd by Arſes; ſhe told me that 
Martheſia begg'd to ſpeak with me: I 
ran; the ſlave ſhut the door upon me; 1 ö 
found myſelf in che arms of Arſes; I | 


ſtrove to extricate myſelf ; do not, ſaid I, 


rob me of my honour, rather take my 

life! marry me if you think proper: Bo- 

ranes will conſent to it. Arſes told me; 

that the knots of Hymen terrified him, 

and that he was determin'd to gratify his 
paſſion : my reſiſtance enrag'd him, and 
he plung'd his ponjard in my boſom. 
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Thus ſpake Ameſtris, her mother re- 
peated her diſcourſe; Arbaces was ſhortly 
acquainted with it. I was ſeized and 
dragg'd to priſon. | 

How exceſſive was the grief of Boranes 
and Martheſia. They were too well ac- 


quainted with my heart to think me guil- 


ty; I had informed them of the perhdy of 
Ameſtris. But how could I prove my in- 
nocence before Arbaces! the ſlave was 
fled, and even if ſhe ſhould have return'd, 
it would have been of no effect; Ameſ- 
tris had cauſed her to be ſuſpected. 

Arbaces wiſhed me dead; I was not 
very deſirous of life; the wickedneſs of 
Ameſtris had made it horrible. 

It is not death, ſaid I, that man ought 


to fear, they ought rather to dread the 
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tranſports of | the paſſions : to what exceſs 
will they not drive us ! Where is the heart 
which receives not their corruption ? Alas 
even that of Arſes has been tainted by them, 

Such, madam, were the reſlections 
which I made. I love, and my love ſtill 
more attaches me to virtue. Love deter- 
mines the inclination of our hearts; thoſe 
who have a wicked diſpoſition it hurries 
into crimes. The grief of dying in- 
famous made me afraid of death; the de- 
ſnair of Boranes and Martheſia augment- 
ed ſtill my woes; it was extreme : they 
turn'd Ameſtris from their houſe ; they 
omitted nothing that might tend to ſave 
me, but all their efforts were of no ſervice, 
Arbaces, under the cloak of juſtice, had 
it in his power to ſatisfy his jealouſy ; he 
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perhaps thought me guilty ; I a; pear'd ſo. 
I was beloved of the people; they were 
inclined to think me innocent : they ap- 
pear'd in my behalf: Arbaces haſten'd my 
eondemnation: my ſentence was pro» 
- nounced ; which was to be thrown head · 
long into the ſea. I was conducted to the 
fatal precipice ; the guards could with dif- 
ficulty keep back the populace : Ameſtris 
appear'd ; ſhe came to ſave my life; her 
love-triumph'd over her malice. She ima- 
gined ſhe ſhould pay dear for this return 
of tenderneſs: the ſpectators thought ſhe 
came to inſult me: they fell upon her, 
and were about to murder her : I addreſs d 
myſelf to the people, and endeavour d to 
appeaſe them. Ameſtris attempted to 
ſpeak ; I deſired ſhe might be heard. 
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Arſes, ſaid ſhe to me, I acknowledge 
your generoſity : you preſerve my life 
who would have taken away yours; you 
whom TI have diſhonour'd, have I ftrove 
to procure an ignominious death. I merit 
the utmoſt rage of the people ; let them 
ſatisfy themſelves ; but firſt let them give 
me time to ſave you. Love has made me 
criminal, continued Ameſtris, addreſſing 
herſelf to Arbaces, Arſes is innocent. A- 
meſtris then related how far ſhe had been 
tranſported by her love and fury. 

Nothing could equal the confuſion, the 
diſtraction of Arbaces, and the joy of my 
friends. They ran to Boranes and Mar- 
theſia, and brought them to me. 

I alone was forrowful and melancholy : 


the zepentance of Ameſtris affected me; 
Pf 
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I was chagrin'd at the ſhame ſhe had 
brought upon herſelf.. I readily excuſed 
her proceeding againſt me; a woman's 
ſpite, ſaid I, is always violent: the pre- 
judice of education gives it that foree: 
love blinds us and drags us into extremi- 
ties: how many virtuous men have it ren- 
dered criminal? the tender ſex is leſs able 
to ſubdue it than we are. It is the exceſs 
of paſſion has carried the reſentment of 
Ameftris to this height. My heart inclines 
to pardon her: to theſe reflections ſucceed- 
ed their effects: I approach'd Ameſtris, 
embrac'd her, and ſolicited a pardon for 
her. 1 preſented her to Boranes; I con- 
ducted ber to our palace. Boranes could 
not reſiſt my importunities. Exceſs of 
joy tranſported him; Martheſia ran to em- 
brace me. 
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Ameſtr's thrcw herſelf at my feet; her 
tears and ſorrow had the appearance of 
fincerity : I cannot entertain a paſſion for 
you, ſaid I to her, but I can promiſe you 
a ſincere friendſhip : I forget the paſt. T 
alſo forget it, ſaid ſhe: Ameſtris will 
this day begin to live. 

Arbaces came to me to entreat my ſor · 
giveneſs. The wanderings of Ameſtris, 
from the paths of virtue, had not extin- 
guiſh'd his paſſion for her: grant me, A- 
meſtris, ſaid he to Boranes; my weak 
neſs in loving her will eraſe hers. Her al · 
liance with me will take off the obloquy 
her crimes have drawn upon her, 

The reſolution of Arbaces charm'd me: 
tis by ſerving my enemies that I love to 
revenge myſelf. I ſpoke to Ameſtris in 
favour of Arbaces, ſhe was unwilling to 
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give me a denial: ſhe promiſed her hand 
to Arbaces; but ſhe requeſted the cele- 
bration might be for ſome time delayed. 
It is neceſſary, faid ſhe, that I ſhould ſtay 
till Arbaces forget my crimes. 

The tranquility which I enjoyed, after 
ſo horrible a tempeſt, was of ſhort dura- 
tion: in vain did Ameſtris ſtrive to diſ- 
ſemble, her paſſion for me could not but 
diſcover itſelf in various inſtances ; Arba- 


ces was witneſs of it: It was with the ut- 


moſt difficulty that ſhe could ſuppreſs her 
tranſports: I faw myſelf continually per- 
ſecuted by love and jealouſy. 

Father, faid I one day to Boranes, let 
us for ſome time, depart from this place; 
I fear it's fatality; I look upon it with 
horror: let us give Ameſtris time to ſtarve 
her paſſion ; my preſence feeds it. 
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I conſent, my ſon, to your requeſt ; re- 
plied he, I breathe but to promote your 
happineſs. Come let us take a voyage to 
Greece : the Perſians are at peace with the 
Greeks. 

We made the neceſlary preparations for 
our voyage : I took my leave of Marthe- 
ſia and Ameſtris ; they both burſt into 


tears: I diſtinguiſhed thoſe of love, and 


was extremely glad to get away from them. 
We parted: we ſaw the principal cities 
of Greece. I examined the manners and 
principles of the Greeks, and compared 
them with our own. Reflection determin- 
ed my choice. The philoſophers, whoſe 
company I frequently enjoyed, improved 
my underſtanding : Nothing gave me any 
concern: Boranes was afflicted at it: he 


could not endure my indifference for the 
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women ; he earneſtly requeſted me to 
marry ; and flatter'd himſelf the Grecian 
beauties would ſeduce me, and effect an 
alteration in my heart. I had not yet ſeen 
Athens : there I was to prove the power 
of love. 

I will not repeat to you, madam, what 
Boranes ſaid to you; what I have ven- 
| tured fo often to repeat to you. The ten- 
derneſs Boranes had for me, hurl'd him 
even to a guilty violence : but I will at- 


tone for his crime. It was neceſſary to 


diſſemble with Boranes, and diſtruſt Ameſ- 


tris. I will pretend a greater friendſhip for 


her, I will tell Boranes that ſhe fhall not 
be preſent at my marriage with you, which 
would be no better than to plunge the 
poniard again into her boſom, I will con- 
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jure him to ſee Ameſtris married to Ar- 
baces, before he compels you to give me 
your hand; this delay will procure me 
time to prepare for your flight. 

Be not afraid to rely upon me : you ſee 
J refuſe the means which Boranes has of- 
fered to poſſeſs you: my endeavours are 
only to pleaſe and obey you. 

This Arſes ſpake to me. I confeſs to 
you, my dear Iſmena, that I admired the 
greatneſs of his ſoul: I was ſorry that I 
could not love him: I gave him all my 
eſteem : I followed his advice. I diſſem- 
bled with Ameſtris ; but I could with dif- 
ficulty conceal my deteſtation for her. 

Arſes ſpake to Boranes ; my marriage 
was deferred. Ameſtris ſmothered me 
with careſſes: Arſes made application to 
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her ; the took it kindly of him; and full 
the more alienated herſelf from Arbaces. 

At length every thing was prepared for 
our departure: the veſſels in which we 
were to embark, waited but for a favou- 
rable wind. The propitious time arrived. 
I vifited every morning a grove conſecrat - 
ed to love: I there entreated that god to 
render Agenor ſenſible of my paſſion for 
him: nor did I forget Arſes: I requeſted 
he might be happy; that he might burn 


for a heart which would recompence his 
own. 


Arſes came one day to interrupt me, 
to-morrow, madam, ſaid he, we ſhall de- 
part ; every thing is ready for our voyage ; 
I will pretend to go to the chaſe ; do you 
alſo deceive Boranes, tell him that you 
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find yourſelf ill; appear as if inclined to 
repoſe; and when the ſhades of ni ght 
have driven away the day, come down 
here to the ſea- ſide, to the foot of Nep- 
tune's ſtatue, I will come to take you 
from thence in a boat; and as ſoon as 
we get on board the ſhip which is to con- 
duct us to Greece, it ſhall ſet fail: you 


ſhall be deliver'd from the fear of being 


united to Arſes. 

I returned thanks to Arſes with tran- 
ſport. I was ſo overjoy'd that I could 
hardly contain myſelf. Arſes gaz'd on 
me with eyes drown'd in tears, which I 
attributed to the joy I expreſs'd. I there- 
fore conceal'd it: I was too much indebt- 
ed to Arſes, to add to his afflictions. He 


perceiv'd it. 
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Be not uneaſy madam, ſaid he, you are 
going to ſee Agenor again: I envy his 
happineſs I confeſs ; but I ſhall not be the 
leſs afliduous to procure yours ; it will 
coſt me many ſighs : we ought to pardon 
. thoſe to whom we ſacrifice ourſelves. 

This diſcourſe of Arſes affected me great- 
ly. Arſes, ſaid I to him, you have made 
me experience a ſentiment of which I 
thought myſelf incapable. The unfortu- 
nate paſſion which I entertain for Agenor, 
coſt me dear: love is a diſeaſe we are fond 
of, The ſufferings which I have endured 
from the ingratitude of Agenor, have not 
even perſuaded me to wiſh a change. I 
would no longer love Agenor, could I 
love Arſes ; but do not flatter yourſelf that 
I can: I have a friendſhip and eſteem for 


you: I lament your fate; nay, I wiſh it 
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was in my power to do yet more to render 
you happy. glu. 
Arſes made no reply : he took hold of 
my hand, kiſs d it, and bath'd it with his 
tears. What a ſituation was this for a heart 
ſenſible of acknowledgement! mine was 
wholly occupied by an ingrate. My heart 
partook of the tranſports of Arſes, but it 
felt them for Agenor. Inſenſibly the com- 


- paſſion I had for Arſes changed it's object; 


*twas for myſelf that I was affected: and 
what can rekindle love in a more powerful 
manner, than the fight of a moſt paſſio- 
nate lover? The more Arſes loved me, the 
more I lov'd Agenor : at laſt I was a- 
ſhamed of my weakneſs, and the injury 
which I did Arſes. Ought ſentiments like 
his advance the friendſhip of his rival ? 
Word was brought that dinner waited 
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for-us; Arſes endeavoured to aſſume an 
air of tranquility. Ameſtris had never ap- 
peared more ſatisfied than ſhe did that 
day: never did ſhe behave fo courteouſly. 
Arbaces dined with us: Boranes ſaid to 
Ameſtris that the day of her marriage 
muſt then be fix'd, for it had been too 
long delay'd. | 
I will be obedient to your orders, re- 
ply'd Ameſtris ; I reproach myſelf for de- 
ferring the happineſs of Arſes : I know 
that he is not to give his hand to Cloe till 
after I have eſpouſed Arbaces: it will be 
a pleaſure to me to haſten the moment of 
his happineſs. 
Alrbaces was diſpleaſed with this ſpeech 
of Ameſtris ; his ſentiments thoroughly 
mortified him ; his love got the better of 
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his vanity. Arbaces begg'd of Boran 
to let their marriage be celebrated on the 
morrow, Boranes and 3 — _ 
conſent. 1 1 
Joy diſplay'd itſelf in the houſe of Bo- 
ranes, during which the moments ap- 
| peared to me of a moſt inſupportable 
length. — 

The nearer we arrive to ſatisfaction long 
expected, deſire increaſes ; the ſoul is a- 
gitated, and its agitation adds to the mea- 
ſure of the time. | 

The night arrived, which! 3 without 
cloſing my eyes; I thought of nothing but 
the ſucceeding day: my heart leapt, when 
I heard a voice repeat without ceaſing, 
thou art going to ſee thy dear Iſmena, 
Agenor, and thy native country. 
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In the morning T did not ſtir out of 
my apartment: Boranes camo to fetch me 
to dinner, and told me that Arſes was 
gone to the chace: I complain'd of a vi- 
olent pain in the head; Boranes therefore 
ſuffer d me to repoſe myſelf. 

It was almoſt ſun-ſet when a flave 
brought me a letter from Arſes: he wrote 
to tell me not to come at the hour we had 
appointed, becauſe he could not meet me 
till about midnight: this delay afflicted 
me; but I reproach'd myſelf afterwards 
for being ſo little miſtreſs of my inclinati- 
ons: I calm'd the tempeſt of my impa- 
tlence, went to bed, and order'd the 
ſlaves who attended me to withdraw. 

A little before the hour which Arſes 
had appointed, I went down into the 
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garden, and fate myſelf down at the foot 
of Neptune's ſtatue. I conjured that god 
to favour my voyage; I alſo petition'd 
love, and return'd him thanks for the 
generous ſentiments with which he had 
inſpired Arſes in my favour. I did not 
foreſee the miſeries he had prepared for 
me: Alas! I ſhall ever be the object of 
his hatred ! At length I ſaw the boat ar- 
rive; a ſlave came to me. Madam, ſaid 
he, Arſes could with difficulty quit the 
. ſhip, ſtrict orders were given to the con- 
trary ; the captain, perceiving there was 
a favourable wind, wculd not wait. Ar- 
ſeg concealed himſelf to keep behind, fol- 
low me, and I will conduct you to him. 


I was conducted by this ſlave into the 
boat, but how great was my ſurprixe, 
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when 1 beheld it enter the port of Ogy- 
ris | I was landed there, and conducted 
in a chariot to the palace of the gover- 
nor. 

Arbaces came to me, his countenance 
was enflamed with anger, the cauſe of it 
xreſent!y appeared: What! is it you, ma- 
dam, ſaid he, where are Ameſtris and 
Arſes, were you to accompany them in 
their flight, ſpeak; why did you not 
bring them with you? 

Fill then I had been at a loſs, and 
comprehended nothing of my fate; the 
confuſion of my thoughts made me un- 
able to judge of it. Sometimes I ſuſpec- 
ted Arſes; he appear'd generous, ſaid I, 
he pretended he would procure my liber- 
ty, but he has caus'd me to be ſecur d 
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dyArbaces ; and tis thus he acquits himſelf 
of the promiſes he made me. Immedi- 
ately afterwards I reproach'd myſelf with 
the injuſtice J had done to Arſes: But 
the diſcourſe of Arbaces convinced me af 
the real cauſe ; by that I diſcover'd the 
deceit which Ameſtris had praQtic'd; and: 
reſolved to 'acquaint Arbaces. with the 
ns 7 91347 255A 

I told him the promiſes which Arſes 
had made me; and the ſcheme of out 
flight; I entreated him to tell me by 
what means he became inform d of it, 
and why he had prevented it: I aſſured 

him that I Knew nothing conceming A- 
meſtris, and that I believed ſhe was in 
the houſe of Roranes, | | 

. Arbaces liſtened ta me with attention. 
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I perceive that you are not guilty, ſaid he; 
1 believe your heart an enemy to perfidy. 
Ameſtris or Arſes think different from 
you; one or the other has deceived us ; 
hearken to. me, madam,. you will then 
be enabled to. judge. 

I was yeſterday upon: the ſummit of 
joy; Boranes came to aſſure me that I 
ſhould on the morrow be united to A- 
meſtris; I took my courle from the love 
Ameſtris bore to Arſes. I am not jea- 
lous of a woman's heart, continued Arba- 


ces with the moſt inveterate malice, it is 
a folly to be ſo, the greateſt part of the 
ſex have none; their violent paſſions con- „ # J 
fiſts in caprice; tis ſufficient to oppoſe a 'F 
woman to gain her affection. 


The poſſeſſion of Ameſtris would in- 
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ſure me the fidelity which I ſhould exact 
from her; being in my power, her love 
for Arſes would be of little fignification. 
You are ſurpriſed, madam, I perceive ; 
you, perhaps, accuſe me of want of de- 
licacy: your nation is accuſtomed to 
make love triumph by ſentiment; but it 
is the Greeks only who have that man- 
mer of thinking, and 1 believe they will 
not long preſerve it. 

I was yeſterday in my palace, word 
was brought me that Meros was com- 
ing to viſit me; ſke enter'd : my lord, 
ſaid ſhe, I come to acquaint you with 
new "misfortunes, and to entreat you 
to afford a remedy : you are fenſible of 
my daughter's love for Arſes: you have 
- doubtleſs obſerved that her paſſion 
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has fo blinded her as to accuſe herſelf to 
preſerve her lover; you are not eaſily de- 
ceived : you have given it as your opinion 
that Arſcs and Boranes would never have 
pardoned Ameſtris if ſhe had been guilty z 
would you, my lord, have married her 
yourſelf, had you nat deem'd her inno- 
cent? It is but too true; Arſes would have 
| ſeduced Ameftris; ſhe reſiſted him when 
ſhe had no rival  Jealouly is the: motive 
of compliance: the inconſtant Arſes re- 
pulſed by Cloe's feverity is returned to! 
Ameſtris; you have ſeen his aſſiduity to 
obtain my daughter. The care which 
Arſes took to defer his marriage with Cloe 
ſurpriaed me; d was ignorant of his de- 
ſigns; they ſhock d me; chance this morn- 
ing let me into the knowledge of tham- 


E 5 
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I T have had no ſleep all this night; at 
the riſing of aurora I went down into the 
garden, The ſun ſhone exceeding warm, 
and I went into. the grotto of Diana to- 
avoid it: I heard Ameſtris and Arſes ap · 
praach; I conceal d myſelf, and they ſat: 
themſelves down. in. the grotto. 

You. know, my dear Ameſtris, faid! 
Arſes to her, with what horror. I have. 
look'd upon the- ties. of hymen : I have 
given but. too. ftrong a proof it, but you. 
have forgot.; you have pardoned my in- 1 
gratitude and inconſtancy. Now I return. 

to vo: by your charms and your ten - 
derneſs you triumph over Cloe; you alſo- 
triumph over the reſolutions I have made 


againit marriage, I will marry you, but we 
mult depart from — Arbaces oppo»: 


* 
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tes my happineſs: nay, even Boranes 
would not conſent to it. Venture then. 
to fly with me; depend upon my ho- 
nour and my love. Come down here to-- 
morrow at midnight, and wait for me at 
the foot of the ſtatue of Neptune; I will 
procure a boat, then come for you, and 


conduct you to a ſhip which. ſhall carry 


us from. Ogyris.. Ameſtris was unwilling 
to come into theſe meafures, but when 
Arſes threaten'd her that he would marry 
Cloe, the no longer. refiſted; but obn- 
ſented to his project. 

I ſhould have vented my reproaches 
againſt this perfidious couple, continued 
Meroe,. but I reftrain'd my anger. I fuf- 
fered Ameſtris and Arſes to depart,” with- 
out perceiving me; I then haſted to find 
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you: if I had ſpoken to Boranes, he 
would indeed have fruſtrated the defign 
of Arſes, but Ameſtris would have con- 
triv'd ſome other ſtratagem to delay their 
marriage, and to impoſe upon us ſtill. 
You may, my lord, ſecure Ameſtris, and 
prevent my loſing her, you know the 
hour that Ameſtris is to wait for Arles, 
fend a bark to Ameſtris; let the meſſen- 
ger pretend that Arſes cannot quit the 
ſhip, Ameſtris will then be deceiv'd and 
brought to you with eaſe. What can ſhe 
advance in her defence? She will ac- 
eount herſelf ſufficiently happy in giving 
you her hand, and obtaining her pardon. 
Judge, madam, continued Arbaces, 
the grief which this diſcourſe of Mero& 
gave me : I approved her counſel, and pro- 
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mis'd to difſemble accordingly ; which 
when ſhe ſaw I was reſolved to do, ſhe 
returned to Boranes, 

I gave private orders to bring me word 
if any ſhip ſhould weigh anchor, and in 
ſuch caſe to prevent its going off. I was 
afraid leſt Meroẽ had diſtinguiſhed rightly 
the hour of rendezvous. I have ſent to 
night to Boranes's garden, you know the 
reſt, but I cannot gueſs whether we were 
betray'd by Arſes or Ameſtris. 

O, my lord! faid I, depend upon it it 
was Ameſtris, Arſes is incapable of ſuch 
treachery: you think ſo, ſaid Arbaces; 


however if he fhould at this very inſtant | 


have fled with Ameſtris, you will then 
own yourſelf unjuſtly prejudiced in his 
favour, 
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I. was about to make reply to Arba- 
des, in behalf of Arſes, when an officer 
belonging to Arbaces came in, whiſ- 
pered ſomething to. the governor and went- 


out again. | 

I was-in the right, ſaid Arbaces, Arſes 

is a traitor, he has taken away Ame- 
ſtris; I am juſt now informed that he 
had order'd the ſhip in which they were 
embarked to ſet ſail, I have order'd A- 
meſtris and Arſes to be brought before 


me, I have likewiſe ſummoned Boranes * 


and Mero. KN 

1 did not however condemn Arbaces 
notwituſtanding all that Arbaces had ſaid, 
Boranes who came in immediately, en- 


deavour'd to juſtify him, but Meroẽ ac- 
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euſed him, Arbaces was. ſo irritated that 
he would hear nothing.. 

We did not wait long for Arſes and 
Ameſtris: Arſes ran to me, the joy of 
his ſoul at ſeeing me was viſible in his 
eyes, he would have ſpoke to me, but 
Arbaces prevented him: you are a wretch/ 
ſaid he to him, you have ſtole. away A- 
meſtris from me, and made your. ſport 
of Cloe's credulity ; I ſhall find means 
to do- juſtice to. myſelf and her, let A- 
meſtris ſpeak, that I may learn from her. 
your crimes and her own weakneſs. 


The countenance. of. Ameſtris turn'd. 


20 pale as death, ſhe trembled to think 
upon the danger Arſes was in: rage, 
jealouſy, all gave way to love: ſhe re- 
ſalyed upon à ſincere coufeſfon, which 


— 
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at the ſame time that it would plead ex- 
cuſe in the eyes of Arſes, would enhance 
her guilt in thoſe of Arbaers, which Was 
what Ameſtris aimed at. : 

My lord, ſaid ſhe to Arbaces, tis I a- 
lone am in fault, Arſes doth not deſerve 
your anger: I heard yeſterday” the pro- 
poſal of Arſes and Cloe to get away, 1 
formed a ſcheme to take advantage of it 
and deceive them; I wrote to Cloe as 
from Arſes, in order to be beforehand 


with her; I ſent Meroe to you, a ſenti- 
ment of gratitude prompted me to make 
you happy. Cloe is handſome, I would 
have had you poſſeſs her. Her charms 
or your deſire to be reveng'd of Arſes 
might have induced you to give your 
heart to her, and conſoled yourſclf for 
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the loſs of me. Fatal deſign! had it 
not been for that I might have been ſtill 
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with Arſes. 

Arſes took me for Cloe as I took care 
not to ſpeak, and the night was dark: 
Arſes would have had the ſhip ſet ſail, 
he was informed of your orders and much 
furprized. We are betrayed, madam, 
faid he, Arbaces detains us here, we muſt 
"defer our flight. Arſes would have brought 
me back in the bark, but the captain of 
the ſhip oppoſed it, and conducted us in- 
to his cabin; there were lights in it, 
how great was the grief and mortification 
of Arſes to find it was me ! he loaded me 
with reproaches; he was in pain for 
Cloe's fate; I confeſs'd to him what I 
had done, and entreated his . forgiveneſs. 
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Arſes' made me no anſwer : I burſt into 
tears. We ſpent part of the night in this 
cruel ſituation. Arſes begg'd in vain 
that the captain would put us on ſhore ; 
he told us it was as much as his life was 


worth, you having given ftrit orders 
that none of the paſſengers ſhould be 
ſuffer'd to leave the ſkip: I curs'd your 
love for me, and the precautions it had 
induced you to take; your guards arriv- 
ed, and brought us hither.. 

This, my lord, i is the ſubſtance of 
what Ameſtris is capable of doing, ceaſe 
to love her, deſpiſe her, ſhe is unwor- 
thy of you, ſhe would nevertheleſs deſerve 
the heart of Arſes, if love and conſtan« 
cy were rewarded as they ought. - 

Mero changed colour a thouſand 
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times while Ameſtris was ſpeaking; ſhe 
appear d enraged at her daughter's con- 
feſſion, and the part ſhe had aſcribed to 

ber in the plot: my lord, faid the to Ar- 
baces, Ameſtris but accuſes herſelf to 


fave her lover; they have concerted to- 
gether the tale ſhe has juſt deliver d; 
they have both impos'd on Cloe, in or- 
der to make uſe of her if they were dif 
cover d. Arſes loves only Ameſtris, he 
will never conſent to wed Cloe: revenge 
yourſelf of Ameſtris, by giving her to 
Arſes; after what has bappen'd, ſhe can · 
not be yours, you would bluſh to be: 
come her huſband. Ameſtris will de pu- 
niſhed for his, unjuſt love. Arſes will 
bkewiſe be as amply rewarded in her 
caprice and inconſtancy. Bbranes will: 
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conſent to my daughter's marriage with 


Arſes; he ought to have more regard 


for the honours of his family; for you, 
my lord, eſpouſe the amiable Cloe, and 
leave Ameſtris to his wretched fate. 

Ameſtris was at firſt diſpleas d with 
Mero&'s diſcourſe ; ſhe view'd her with 
ſurprize and concern; a look from Me- 
ro pacified her. The wicked eafily find 
means to make one another underſtood, 
Meroe's laſt words. ſet Ameſtris's heart 
at eaſe: Ameſtris thinking Arbaces could 
not determine more favourably for her, 
faid not word. Sc 360 
- +» Arſes ſwore. by the ſun that what A- 
meſtris had ſaid: was true, and that Me- 
roe's aſſertion was all an impoſition. Ar- 
baces was diſtracted with uncertainty, not 
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knowing which to believe: Boranes look d 


ſerious and melancholy. I trembled with 
expectation of Arbaces's reſolve, I was 
in pain for myſelf and Arſes, we obſerv- 
ed all of us a profound filence, which was 
at laſt broke by Boranes. 

- I believe, ſaid he to Arbaces, that Ar- 
ſes doth not deceive us. Can a man be 
in one day guilty of perjury and lying? 
Meroẽ and Ameſtris have been long ac- 
quainted: if Ameſtris has ſpoke truth 
'twas only to gain the eſteem of Arſes; 
Meroe would irritate us againſt my ſon; 
ſhe contradicts her daughter, but they 
both aim at the ſame thing, which is to 


| perplex you, and make you favour their 


deſigns, or find means to deceive you 


ill farther, Would you put an end to 
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all our woes, and revenge yourſelf of 
Ameſtris and even of Arſes, if it be true 
that he loved Ameſtris: unite Arſes ta 
Cloe; if they oppoſe it deliver them up 
w me, deliver to me likewiſe Ameſtris, 
they are all three. eriminal againft you as. 
well as me. I will exerciſe towards them 
all the rigaur they deſerve, and will 
= force them torobey you. When Ameſtris 
ſees Arſes join'd to Cloe, ſhe will be 

cured of her paſſion for him: love ſel- 

dom continues in the breaſt which hope 

has relinquiſhed. . 

Arbaces appeared ſatisfied with the of- 

fer of Boranes, Arſes and I were trou- 

bled at it; our concern and the refuſal 

we made to the reſpective alliances pro- 

poſed to us, rekindled all the fury: of Ar- 

| baces. Let them be all three dragged to 
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priſon, cried he, woe be to him or her 
that has deceiv'd me! I will have this 
odious myſtery unravel'd ; I will puniſh 
them myſelf, continued he, addreſſing 
himſelf to Boranes. I vill not entruſt 
that care to you, I will not be the dupe 
of a father and his children. 

Boranes ſtrove in vain to alter the de- 
cree of Arbaces; he left us pierced to 
the heart with grief; Arſes was not per- 
mitted to ſpeak to me, they tore him 
from me; the deſpair which appeared in 
his looks augmented mine; I had a true 
eſteem for Arſes, and had been the in- 
ſtrument of his miſery; I had made him 
ſeem guilty; it was in pity to me that he 
refuſed to marry me, becauſe he would 
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not expoſe me alone to the rage of Arba- 
does and Boranes. ; 
Ameſtris was ſhut up with me; Arba- 
ces had a mind to torture her, and he 
knew that nothing is more inſupportable 
than the ſight of a rival, and that it is a 
hundred times worſe than the moſt fright- 
ful priſon. | 
The reflections which I made on the 
menaces and fury of Arbaces, together 
with the darkneſs of our priſon had ſuch an 
effect upon me, that I could not ſpeak : 
Ameſtris thus accoſted me: alas] madam, 
what treatment muſt Arſes expect to ſindꝰ 
We may judge of his ſufferings by our 
own: what misfortunes have your indiffe- 


rence and my love brought upon him! 
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You may, faid I, put an end to thoſe 
misfortunes ; wed Arbaces, and you will 
releaſe Arſes from the mifery he endures 
upon your account. | 

How unjuſtly are we apt to act towards 
each other, cried Ameſtris! You would 
have me give my hand to Atbaces, 
and factifice to him my paſſion for 
Arfes, and you will not prefer Arſes 
to the idea of the faithlefs Agenor. Ar- 
baces is with reaſon odious to me, his 
perſon, his mind, his diſpofition, all 
ought to diſpleaſe me, whereas Arſes is 
made to be belov'd. Alas! when you 
love not Arſes, ought I not to hate Ar- 
baces? Can you reproach me with the 
woe I have brought upon Arſes? whe 
contributes thereto more than you ? The 
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violence he did himſelf when he refuſed 
your hand, excited my compaſſion. Ar- 
ſes at this inſtant thinks but of your ſe- 
verity, and not of the deplorable condi- 
tion to which I have reduced him : the 
pains he endures on account of love 
torment him more than all the reſt, 
they even take away their ſting. | 

*T'was thus Ameſtris and 1 ſpent the 
time: ſhe inceſſantly repeated, ah, Cloe, 


why have you not my heart, or why 


have I not yours? Arſes might then 


have been happy. 

We had been eight days in our diſ- 
mal priſon; the ſlaves that waited on 
us, asked us if we were diſpoſed to com- 
ply with the will of Arbaces, our anſwer 
was always in the negative. Ameſtris 
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ſought in vain for tidings of Arſes, ſhe 


never had any reply to her enquiries. 


The grief that prey 'd upon my ſpirits, 
my uneaſineſs for the fate of Arſes had 


rendered me inſenſible ; ; I was fallen into 


a mortal decay; ; the preſence of Ameſ- 


tris,” and her converſation encreas'd my 


pain, now the would load me with im- 


precations and reproaches, then ſhe 


would move my pity, ſhe continually | 


inſpired. me with horror. I wiſh'd for 


death as the ſole. remedy againſt my 


woes, and thought it too remote. 
One day our coaler ſaid to. me, Ar- 


baces leaves it to your choice, either to 


marry Arfes nut himſelf in three days. 


7. P5101 


80 "ſaying. 11 left me: it Was. then that 


deſpair took enlüire ve mon — my foul 
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I conjured Ameſtris to kill me; how 
willingly would ſhe have complied with 
my requeſt, had ſhe not been agitated 
by thoſe tranſports wherein I found her! 

Boranes enter'd the priſon, madam 
ſaid he to me, the wretched Arſes is dy- 
ing, and begs to ſee you, Arbaces ao 


nag he, & it is ako us "3 re- 
ſtore Arſes to life; I have been the cauſe 
of all that you endured, but do not re- 
venge you upon my on, or rather up- 
on yourſelf, you will be the wiſe of Ar- 
baces, if not of Arſes. 

I do not enquire, ſaid I to Boranes, 
how much you have injured me, Arſes 
has not wronged me, let us haſten to his 
ſuccour, what wil I not do to fave Arles! 
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I followed Boranes, he Tent me his 
arm, I was unable to walk without his 
help; Ameſtris did not ſee us go out; 
ſhe had fainted away as ſoon as ſhe 
heard Boranes ſpeak. 

Arſes was not now in the priſon, they 
had remov'd him into the governor's pa- 
lace; 1 approach'd his bed; Arſes ſaw 
me not, he was inſenſible; the condition 
in which I found him, and to which I 
had reduced him, gave me the moſt live- 
ly forrow 3 love could ſcarcely have in- 
fpir'd me with more violent tranſports... I 
claſp'd Arſes in my arms: his face was 
preſently bathed with my tears ; they re- 
vived him : he open'd his eyes, and ſaw 
me; is it you, my dear Cloe, faid he in 
2 faultring accent, is it you who are 
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come to bid a final adieu to Arſes? Who 

honour him with your tears? Do you 
then condeſcend to weep for me, who 
am the cauſe of all the ſufferings you 
have undergone ? What a heart is yours ! 
and how unhappy am I not to have ob- 
tain'd it ! but I ſhall die without reluc- 
tance ſince you do not hate me, but 
vouchſafe to pardon me. 

Live Arſes, ſaid I. Your death would 
effectually compleat my miſeries. What 
would you leave me in the hands of 
barbarians, without ſupport, and a vic- 
tim to their rage ? Did not you promiſe 
to carry me back again to Greece? 

Why am I not able to fulfil my pro- 
miſe, replied Arſes ? You ſee the obſta- 


cies that oppoſe it; we will ſurmount 
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them, anſwer'd I. The gods have in- 
ſpired me with the means: I will impart 
them to you ; but compoſe yourſelf re- 
eſtabliſh that health which is ſo dear to 
me, I left Arſes at thoſe words, my 
preſence had caus'd ſuch an emotion as 
might have been fatal-to him. 

I told Arbaces that when Arſes ſhould 
be able to bear a longer converſation, I 
would determine. I entreated him to 
leave me with Arſes; he granted my re- 
queſt, Boranes and Martheſia paid me 
the moſt tender acknowledgements ; they 
informed me that Arſes's dungeon was 
dreadful, and that he had been cruelly 
treated, but that inſenſible of his own 
ſufferings, he had only felt for mine. At 
laſt, ſaid Boranes, the final reſolution of 
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Arbaces, compleated the deſpair of Ar- 
ſes; he grievd for the conſtraint they 
were about to lay you under, this laſt mis- 
fortune overpowered all his ſenſes, and 


ever fince yeſterday Arſes has been at 


the point of death. 


J diſcourſed in this manner with Bora- 
nes and Martheſia. I returned towards 
the cloſe of the day to Arſes, he expec- 
ted with impatience what I had to tell 
kim ; the phyſicians aſſured us he was 
much better, they left me alone with 
him. 

Arſes, ſaid I to him, I know your 


heart, its generoſity, its integrity, I am 


about to teſtify the regard I have for 
you: Arbaces would oblige me to wed 
you, or give my hand to him, if it was 
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in my power to make 4 choice, I ſhould 
ſoon have determined between you two z 
but J love Agenor, and notwithſtanding 
J have hitherto found him inſenſible, 
hope ff lives within my foul, and I 
cannot beſtow my hand unlefs my heart 


accompany it. I know that ly ridding. 


myſelf of life, I might be freed from the 


yoke, they would impoſe upon me, but 


you would not long furvive me; friend- 
ſhip and gratitude forbid me to indulge 


ſuch a cruel idea. Liſten Arſes, to the 


purpoſe I have conceiv'd. 

T will fubmit to the will of Arbaces, 
T will wed you, only promiſe not to look 
upon me as your wife, but reſpe& my 


virtue; they” compel us to the altar, the 


.v 


ods will not puniſh: the dreach of oaths 
if 4 


R 4 — 3 


106 Wa of the Pass1oNs.. 


exacted by violence, a mutual conſent 
ought to produce fidelity in either par- 
ty, we have no inclination to be inſepa- 
rably united; we ſhall not be ſo, but 
we will deceive Boranes and Arbaces, and 
we may one day return to Greece; ſpeak, 
Arſes, continued I, can you anſwer for 
your virtue ? do you love me well enough 
to execute, this project ? | 
Arſes had been agitated. with various 
ſentiments during my diſcourſe; joy and 
grief by turns took poſſeſſion of his foul; 
he did not however make me wait long 
for an anſwer: madam, ſaid he, I am too 
happy in having it in my power to put 
an end to your misfortunes. There is 
in that I would not do for vou · 
1 ſwear by the fun and by yourſelf that I 
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will ſubmit to whatever you ſhall re- 
quire of me. 

I was ſatisfied with the oath of Arſes, 
I thought I might depend upon it: 1 
ordered Boranes to be called: my lord, 
ſaid I, you may inform Arbaces that I will 
marry Arſes. Boranes had never expe- 
rienced a joy ſo lively, Arbaczs ſhared it, 
he reſolved either to. determine or puniſh 
Ameſtris. 
The health of Arſes was ſoon re- eſtab- 
liſhed, our marriage was celebrated with 
magnificence, wewere conducted to a tem- 
ple dedicatedto the ſun. The young nymphs 
who are kept within the walls of the tem- 


ple, for that purpoſe, dreſſed me in a white 


robe adorned with jewels; a wreath of 


flowers graced my head; the high prieſt” 
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made me give my hand and plight my 
troth to Arſes, Arſes did the fame to me. 
 Fhe high prieſt then prepared the ſacred 
cup; and preſenting it to Arſes, ordered 
him to pronounce the words by which the 
Perfians ratify their vows. 

| Arſes took the cup, and exalting his 
voice: © Mighty god,” ſays he, bright 
fun whoſe refulgent beams our feeble 
« eyes want power to behold ! Thou by 
«< whoſe radiant emanation, by whoſe 
« prolific warmth-the welcome ſpring re- 
turns! Who piveſt to ſummer and 
to autumn fruits! Who preſerveſt 
us from the ſeverity of winter! Thou 
* who-giveſt being, life and death to every 
thing which exiſts in the world, deign 
to hear me! If ever J violate the oaths 
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« ] have juſt now made to Cloe, pour all 


c thy indignation on my head! That de- 


e prived of this light my life may languifh. 
„away in perpetual obſcurity! And that 
the facred liquor J am about to drink 
may be turned into poiſon within me.” 
Arſes after theſe words drank half of the 
liquor, he preſented the cup to me, I 


trembled, I could fcarcely pronounce theſe 


terrible imprecations; I conjured the gods 
to examine my heart, and not liſten to my 
vow : I emptied the cup, replaced. it on 
the altar, and the ceremony ended. 

I was attended back in triumph to the 
palace of Boranes: at night a pompous. 
fepper concluded the feftival which Bo- 
ranes had given. Marthefra ted me to the 
nuptial bed, and there left me with Arſes. 


—— — — RX — — 
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I muſt confeſs to you my dear Iſmena, 
that notwithſtanding the promiſes of Ar- 
ſes my heart underwent a terrible emotion : 
I dreaded leſt the paſſion of Arſes ſhould 
get the better of his virtue. We both of us 
kept for ſome time a profound ſilence: I 
was ready to faint, and trembled all over ; 
Arſes was melancholy, and confounded, I 
entreated him at length to remember his 
oaths, and to leave me alone, Arſes gazed 
upon me, ſighed, and obeyed : what pity 
did my ſoul feel for him! | | 

I had reaſon. for ſome. days to applaud 
myſelf for having depended on the virtue 
of Ares; but Arſes deprived me of this 
ſatisfaction. He was ſitting by the fide of 
my bed: dear Cloe, ſaid he, can you ap- 
prove the cruel ſtruggles I undergo to 
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pleaſe you ? Perpetually in the preſence 
of a lovely and beloved object, I reſtrain 
my deſires, I even eonceal them. Alas! 
While you were pronouncing, the dread- 
ful oath, ſo contradictory to the ſenti- 
ments of your heart, I conjured the ſun to 
change in my behalf that heart which I 
have merited by ſuch exceſs of love. If 
the god 1 worſhip had heard me, if you 
would have hadany compaſſion on me, how 
well would my lot deſerve to be envied! 
ſpeak, my dear Cloe, has the ardour of 
my prayers affected this prodigy. | 

- Arles, as he ſpoke to me, lean'd upon 
my bed, he caught hold of my hands, in 
vain would I have withdrawn them; my 
ſaul was abandoned to the moſt cruel a- 
larms. Arſes well knew the emotions 


| 
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berewich I was agitated: take cdurage, 
Cloe, faid he, you have nothing to fear 
from a lover who too much. adores you; 
be aſſured of my reſpec, you may make 
me happy, I am fenſible how great would. 
de my felicity, my defires are violent, my 
love exceflive, but I cannot diſoblige you, 
nor ſhall any motive oblige me to it. The 
voice, the ardour with which Arſes aſ- 
fared me of his reſpect, belied hib pro- 

7 feflfions of ſincerity, I was ſo eoneern'd a 
it J could not anſwer him. Arſes be- 
lieves I yield to lis tranſports, he em- 
braces me, he folds me in his arme, I 
woul l load him with reproaches, he ftops 
my mouth with his Kiſfes, and notwith- 
finding my refiftarice lays à venturous 
band upon my breaft, his temerity re- 
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news all my ſtrength, J repel Arſes with 
indignation; my eyes ſparkle with re- 
ſentment, Arſes becomes as timid as. he 
had been raſh. | 

Is it thus, ſaid I, that Arſes forſwears 


himſelf: fool that I was to believe your 


proteſtations ! I little unagined that love 


had extinguiſhed in you every ſentiment 
of virtue, I would have reconciled mad- 
neſs with reaſon, I will puniſh myſelf for 
the error I have committed, I will ne 
longer expoſe myſelf, leave me, do not 
reduce me to deſpair, be gone, you have 
forfeited in one moment my eſteem, my 
friendſhip and my confidence. : 

And 1 will forfeit my life too, cried 
Arſes, ſeizing his ſword, I caught hold 
of his arm, calm this ragey ſaid I ta him. 


—— — 
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Will you give me ſuch marks of the moſt 
inveterate hatred, after having given me 
tokens of an ill grounded love? To what 
condition would your death reduce me; 
recall your reaſon, Arſes, and obtain your 


pardon. 

After theſe reflections Arſes fell into a 
deadly ſwoon. Can we, faid [, have always 
the command of ourſelves? Our paſſions 
urge. us on With voilence. He excited 
my compaſſion, but tis in ſubduing 
and compoſing them that we ſhew 
the power of our ſouls, You are come 
to yourſelf, Your contrition obliterates 
your crimes, let us forget it, we ought 
not to expoſe ourſelves to danger; retire 
into the next room, and there conſider 


that tho I appear as your wiſe, you ought 
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not to entertain for me any other ſenti- 
ments than thoſe of a faithful friend. 

No, Cloe, replied Arſes, I can only 
adore you as a lover; I have promiſed to re- 
gulate my actions hy your will, but not my 
ſentiments; nothing can deprive you of a 
heart that love and religion have given 
you. When you invoked the ſun to wit- 
neſs the ſincerity of your vows, your heart 
inwardly belied your lips, it was not ſo 
with me, all my ſoul accompanied my 
words: you. may one day abandon me, 
but I ſhall be for ever yours. 

I perceived that Arſes was again about 
to let his paſſion overpawer him, I: com- 
manded him to leave me, he at laſt obeyed. 
What reflections did I not make on the 
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condition I was in! How did I reproach 
my imprudence ! 
I muſt wait, ſaid I, till the gods decide 
my fate. I would have determined it my- 
ſelf, fatal contrivance ! Not leſs deſtruc- 
tive to Arſes than myſelf; I have ſeen 
too much of him, Arſes is unable to van- 
quiſh his love, and I will ſooner die than 
ſubmit to his defires. My reſiſtance or 
my deſpair will plunge alike the dagger in 
the breaſt of Arſes. O gods! doth Arſes 
deſerve the woes I am preparing for him ? 
Arſes is the moſt accompliſhed of mortals: 
Pardon, dear Arſes, continued I, par- 
don my ſeverity. At the very time that 
I vented all my indignation againſt you, 
I was too ſenſible of my own injuftice. 
What have you not done in my behalf? 
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Spite of your love you would have ſacri- 
ficed your life to avoid being mine. 
* Twas my imprudence that occaſioned 
thoſe tranſports which I have juſt con- 
demned, your ſenſes only were to blame; 
your heart, reſtored taitfelf, ſtudies only to 
conform to my pleaſure, ought I then 
continually to perplex its and kindle in your: 
bpſom a cruel conflict ?t——Alas! is it in 
my power to appeaſe it? Torn myſelf by 
an unhappy paſſion, my friendſhip can 
only pity vou] The author of my ſuffer- 
ings ſhall do more, he ſhall revenge. you. 

I then revolved in my mind the marks 
of inſenſibility that Agenor had expreſſed 
towards me; and after abandoning myſelf 
to the horrors of the moſt diſmal reflection, 


upan the whole I could not love the in- 


1 
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giate the leſs for all this: theſe devour- 
ing diſquietudes, theſe preying chagrins, 
are the food of love. I found myſelf 
therefore ſo compleatly wretched, that 
I fancied nothing could make me more ſo. 
Jam now convinced how much I was miſ- 
taken; I flattered myſelf at this time, 
which I ought to regret, that the heart of 
Agenor might grow more ſuſceptible z I 
am informed it is ſo, but not of love, and 
in whom has heaven ſent me a rival? 
Here Cloe was interrupted by her ſighs: 
Iſmenaembraced her, ſhe wiped away the 
tears of her friend with which ſhe had-min- 
gled her own; Agenor was pierced to the 
ſoul on bearing che woes he had vecaſioned ; 
| he ſat with downcaſt eyes, 'not daring to 
look either on Cloe or Iſmena. Cloe 
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thus reſumed the thread of her hiſtory. 


I paſſed a diſmal night without fleep ;. 
are ſuch violent agitations compatible 
with repoſe? Arſes in the morning re- 


turned to my apartment, his air was reſ- 
pectful, ſhame, grief, and love, were 


apparent in his countenance 3 I was 


moved at the ſight ; far from reproaching 


him, I ſpoke to him in the mildeſt and 


moſt affable manner. He called the wo- 
man who waited on me; Martheſia and 
Boranes entered; ſoon after which Arſes 


affected a joy quite foreign to his heart. 


He who knows how to love can accom- 


modate himſelf. with eaſe to all contin- 


gencies. 


1 ſpent a few days in tolerable tran- 


quility ; everything prevented my wiſhes, 
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Arſes was more moderate in his tranſports, 
he ſuppreſſed all their impetuoſity ; I could 
read in his heart his love and fear of diſ- 
pleaſing me; he paſſed at my feet the 


whole time I was alone with him; his 


ſighs frequently aſſected me fo far as to 
induce-me to mingle my tears with thoſe 
which ſpite of me eſcaped me. I was 
ſenkibls that a heart like that of Arfes, 
would have conſtituted the happineſs of 
my life, if my paſſion would have permit- 
ted me to have been happy with any 
other but Agenor; but the darts where- 
with love wounds us, are not left to our 
choice, if they were mortals would be too 
happy, and they were not intended to 
be ſo. g | | 
One day Arbaces came in queſt of Be» 


Wan: of che Paszsrons Ik 
vanes, Ameſtcis, ſays lie, has conſented-ta 
eſpouſe me, ſnie has at laſt yielded to my 
Jove; fhe has found means to apologize 
for her refuſal, her penitence effaces the 
remembrance of it. & lover is ever in- 


<lined to judge favourably. ; Ameſtris 


ſhe importunes the revival of your frlend- 


fhip, and begs of you to fupply the place 
of a father: the i deſirous I ſhould re- 
ecive het at your hands, and that my 
wiſhes ſhould be crowned in your palace 3 
i am come to requeſt your complianee. 

Boranes hated Arbaces, they had both- 
ſollicited the honour of being povernort 
Boranes beſt deſerved it; but Arbaces had 
obtained it throughintereſt; and there 
ts "85 WE: 1's 
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are few courts where favours are not 
diſpenſed on men. of gallantry and in- 


trigue, they too often prevail over me- 


r n 

- Boranes's -hatred to the governor was 
augmented by all. that Arbaces had done 
againſt Arſes 3 on the other hand Boranes 
could not look upon Ameſtris without 
deteſtation, he always apprehended ſome 
treachery:10n her part; he refuſed the 
requeſt of Arbaces, who. Was provoked 
at the affront: they grew warm, Bora- 
nes told Arbaces ſome offenſive truths ; 


Arbaces anſwer'd with menaces, the uſu- 


al. reſource of. knayes in authority. 
; Arles, and I were no ſtrangers to what 
had paſs'd between them : we conjured 


Boranes to appeaſe Arbaces. The reſent- 
| ay * | 
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ment of the latter was to be feared, his 


power render'd him formidable even at 
court ; he was abſolute, and could be-un- 


juſt with impunity : the wicked never 


fail to make Md of this mon, 


prerogative, -: 2 1940 : 
- Boranes gn to our entreaties : he 


excuſed himſelf to Arbaces ; but inſiſted 
that Ameſtris ſhould not come to his pa- 


lace till her wedding-day: the day was 
fixed. Ameſtris was always with Meroẽ 
in the palace of Arbaces, ſhe there re- 


ceiv d the homage of the ambitious cour- 


tiers; never was more incenſe and re- 


ſpe offer d to virtue itſelf, to, ſo little 
purpoſe is: it to be virtuous or criminal 


in the fight of the generality of man- 
kind. Ameſtris had brought together al 
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alt the nobility, ſhe was deſirous of mak« 
. ing friends, ſhe was in the right; the. fa« 
tal day of her nuptials approached. 
I aſcended with Martheſia into a ſplen- 
did chariot, we were going to Arba« 
ces's palace, Ameſtris was alarmed at ſee- 
ing me; ſhe bluſhed, but preſently re- 
cover'd herſelf; ſhe embraced me with a 
feign d affection, and came up into our 
chariot. We arrived at Boranes's palace, 
Arſes and Boranes received Ameſtris with 
expreſſions of joy: Ameſtris would have 
recalled her behaviour to ſignify her pe- 
nitence for it, Boranes lows her they 
had forgot it. | | vt 157 
Arbaces had collected all the rarities 
| with which Perfia abounded, that he 
might render this feſtial worthy his gran- 


— 
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deur and the riches of Ameſtris. Excule 
dear Iſmena my reciting the particulars, 
The condition of my ſoul will not per- 
mit me to do it, it muſt be happy, or at 
leaſt at eaſe, to paint the joys and plea- 
ſures of that day. ; 

The nuptials of Ameſtris were cele- 
brated, Boranes gave 4 magnificent ſupper 
to the lords of Arbaces's court, Ameſtris 
was ſeated by Arbaces, I was ata diſtance 
from her, Arſes fat next me, he was ſeized 
with a melancholy preſage. The Gods 

ſometimes permit our ſouls to be diſturb- 
ed with a preſage of the misfortunes that 
threaten us. I know not whether this 
fort of dread with which the Gods inſpire 
us, proceeds from their juſtice or their 
benevolence ; it ſometimes preſerves vs, 

G3 
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and ſometimes precipitates us into thoſe 
very dangers it taught us to fear. 

Supper was juſt over, the gueſts were 
animated with that ſenſeleſs joy which 
Bacchus inſpires; it enflamed the deſires 
of Arbaces, he fixed his eyes continu- 
ally upon Ameſtris, he obſerved a mor- 
tal paleneſs ſpread over all her face; 
ſhe cries out that ſhe is ſeized with a 
violent diſorder; Arbaces flies to her aſ- 
ſiſtance, and falls himſelf into horrible 
es e 64a 
It was eaſily ſeen that they were both 
poiſoned: remedies were applied, they 
relieved Ameſtris a little; Arbaces was 
dying, Boranes would have approach'd 
| him. Begonę traitor ! ſaid Ameftris ta 
him; the death bf Arbaces is your 
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work, you did well in eſpouſing me to 


him, I ſhould have revenged him, Ar- 
baces heard not what Ameſtris ſaid, he 
expired. 

Boranes ſuffer d an extreme ſurprize 
and grief; the accuſation of Ameſtris 
ſhocked him, he was not criminal, but 
appeared to be ſo. The innocent is of- 
ten more perplexed than the guilty, be- 
cauſe the crime aſtoniſhes him, before 
he is prepared for his juſtification. 

Ameſtris exhorted the courtiers of Ar- 
baces to puniſh Boranes and his family, 
who, ſhe intimated, were as guilty as 
he. 


, 
t 
F 


The friends of Boranes ran to the 
gates of our palace, they ſhut them, and 


took themſelves the guard of them. It 
G 4 
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Das requilite ta preſerve Boranes before 


the populace knew the affair and be- 
came outrageous : Boranes had no other 
courſe to take but to ſave himſelf by 


flight, fatal reſource for thoſe who quit 


their country leaving their name behind 
them in diſgrace, Every thing conſpir- 
ed to condemn Boranes ; his hatred to 
Arbaces, the quarrel he had had with 
him a little before, together with the 
place where Arbaces was poiſoned, _ 
Boranes's friends,” and even thoſe of 


Arbaees ſuſpected Ameſtris; but her pre- 


Ent condition had rendered this fuſpicion 


ridiculous in the eyes of the people, 


The" vulgar” are often hurried by cheir 
paſſions eo bold and dangerous enter- 
prizes, but then k is mechanically and 


1 


Trey 


erer 
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without reflexion; they do not think 


enough to imagine that a perſon can 
- facrifice their own lives for the ſake of 


vengeance. It requires a great reſolution 
of mind, to commit any raſh. action in 
cold blood, when it _ mend fatal to 
thoſe who execute it. KS $011 
Boranes was however 33 and 
it was tequiſite he ſhould come to a ſpeedy 
reſolution. My Lord, faid I to him, the 


Gods will one day vindieateyour innocence, 
but you ought not to tempt them; embrace 


the precious moments that they allow you 
for your prefervation If you diſregard 
your own ſafety, let me prevail with you 
to fly; the cruel Ameftris has a deſign 


upon our lives; ſhe did but aim the fatal 
blow at you that ſhe might the eaſier 
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mach us: She will not follow! Arbaces to 
the grave, you ſee how ſhe recovers her 


ſtrengtk; ſhe has only taken poiſon that 


you alone might be charged with the 
death of Arbaces, but ſhe has made a ſafe 
choice in it; a crime ſo attrocious as this 
is not committed in vain; the deſign of 
Ameſtris is fixed, ſhe has ſufficient power 
in this place to put it in execution let us 
embrace the moments ſhe em ploys in en- 
deavouring to diſpel the venom from her 
veins; let us fly, I will afford you an Aſy- 
lum in Greece; my fortune and my country 
ſhall be yours, and] will there cauſe you to 
forget your ſufferings if it depends upon 
my good wiſhes and protection. 

2 Boranes hardly waited- till I had done 
ſpeaking, he took me in his arms and ten- 
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derly embraced me: alas, my dear child, 
ſaid he to me, how am I affected with 
your generolity ! I who have ſo little des 
ſerv'd it! O Cloe! How great is your ſoul. 
Hearts like yours were made to prevent 
the deſpair of the wretched. The ſoft ſen- 
ſation. that ſuch noble ſentiments produce 
in the ſoul, ſuſpends the horrors which 

p invade it: Arſes did not expreſs his ac- 
knowledgements to me, but a ſingle look 
from him ſpoke more than all the dif- 
courſe of Boranes. 

Boranes entreated his friends to make 
preparations for his eſcape : It was requi- 
ſite to ſecure a ſhip that was ready to fail 
that very night; Arles told us the proſpect 
of an ample gratification would haſten the 


departure of a Phenician veſſel that was 
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in the parbour; - one of Boraness friends 


ran thither with all 1 peed, | 


The gates of Boranes's palace were 
always guardee Ameſtris eried out to 


break them open, and let in the ſoldiers 
and the populace ; they anſwer'd her that 
this wonld expoſe them to mutiny and 
plunder. 

Boranes's friend returned, he had pre- 
vailed with the Phenician captain: 'The 
ſhip-was brought to the ſea-ſide next to 
Boranes's gardens, we embarked, Bo- 
ranes, Martheſia, Arſes and I, two of our 
flaves deſired to follow us, we carried off 
the moſt valuable riches-of Boranes, and 
in a little time loſt fight of fatal Ogytis. 

I was employed i in comforting our fugi- 
tires, 1 partook of Arſes's forrows ; I 


erer 
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endeavoured with the moſt. affedionate 
tenderneſs: to confole him, I made all the 
intereſt I could with Boranes and Mar- 
theſia in favour of Arſes. 

The little convenience a ſhip affords, 


f obliged me to occupy the ſame cabin as 
Arſes, I might then have declared that 
he was not my huſband ; But 1 had re- 
folved to keep that ſecret till we arrived 
in Greece. Such à confeſſion would have 

been à deadly ſtroke to Boranes, and he 
was already too unfortunate to deferve to 
be more afflicted. 

I no longer dreaded the love of Ar- 
| fes. I was able with a look to mode- 
rate his moſt furious tranſports. Arſes 
paſs'd part of the night, either upon the 


deck, or in ſome other part of the ſhip, 
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he returned in the morning to my ca- 
bin, I ſaw him when; I, awoke, ſome- 
times ſitting by my bedſide gazing. upon 
me with eyes of love, . ſometimes on his 
knees ſhedding a deluge, of tears. 

Ever, ſince our departure Arſes had 
been a prey to a conſumi ing ſorrow, tho 
the winds were propitious his grief en- 
creaſed, the condition I ſaw him in dimi- 
niſhed the joy I felt upon returningot 
Greece; alas ! I fear d likewiſe as much 
as I wiſhed, to ſee Agenor again, he is 
going, ſaid I, to make me ſhare all 
the woes of Arſes. My agitations re- 
doubled every day, I concealed them from 
Arſes, and expreſſed a tender concern for 
him. fb 560 

His acknowledgements were often too 
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lively, love can diſguiſe itſelf in all 
ſhapes; my diſcourſe. and my reproaches 
reſtored Arſes to himſelf, We are rea- 
ſonable enough, when we are not in 


love: we find means to recall the rear 
ſon of another ; and ſince Arſes was age, 


tually caught, his ſoul was , generous ; 
how little force do we need againſt ſuch 
a lover we ſhould even oppoſe his de- 
© ſues by ſharing his affection; but how 
few are there who m a heart like that 
of Atſes l 2 5 

ou ſee, dear + ſaid Arſes to me, 
. one day, how mnch I love you, you 
frequently order me to mitigate my tran- 
ſports; learn then, it would coſt me 
more to obey you, if I loved you leſs ; 
the pleaſure that my ſoul enjoys in your 


135 Wan of the Pavzroxs. 


Preſende, oecupies all les faculties, and fuf.” 


pends the power of my ſenſes over it. 


Enchanted with all its feelings, it ap- 


pearb in my eyes; if any thing calls a- 
way its attention, its defires revive, you 
oppoſe yourſelf thereto, it is grie ved there- 


nt, but it prefently plunges itſelf again 
into its extaſy, which is doubtleſs the 


moſt refined ſatisfaction, I then fay to 
myſelf the more pleaſure is ſpiritual, the 


longer ſee you, my ſenſes re- aſſumo 
their empire, I contrive a thouſand pro- 
jects to ſatisfy them, I even flatter my- 
ſelf that I ſhall perfwade you to gratify 
them, I ſee you again, I forget my pur- 
poſe and am ſtill intoxicated with love. 

- Your preſence even ſuſpends the juſt 
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alarms that afflict me, the dreadful here - 
after, which your indifference towards. 
me, and your love for Agenor prepare 
for me, diſappears from my eyes; but my 
mind retraces them in the moſt lively 
colours, when you are abſent from me, I 
feel that I am about to loſe you for ever, 
' that happy rival whom you believe un- 
grateful, cannot be fo, you will find 
bim fill. ſenſible. You-will be his, and 
Arſes will die with grief. In this man- 
ner did Arſes entertain me; J omitted 
nothing to comfort him, and to change 5 
his paſſion into. friendfhip ; 1 1 produced 
an effect contrary to this defign. We 
often envenom che wounds of tore in 1 4. 
tempting to heal them. #325. 
Boranes and  Marthefia abandoned: 


—ͤ]yy— — — — — 
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themſelves to an extreme aMiction, which 


brought them to the grave, a violent fe- 
ver ſeized Boranes, all the art of Eſcula- 
pius, and our care could not relieve him 
from it, he was ſoon reduced to the 
point of death. | 

Cloe, ſaid he to me in this extremity, 
you foretold to me when J took. you a- 
way what has happened to me this day. 
You mock the Gods ſaid you, they will 


avenge themſelves upon you, I periſh on 


the element which favoured my crime; 
may celeſtial vengeance content itſelf 
with my devoted life! Let Arles be ſpa- 


3 red, he is innocent! O Cloe, be for 


ever generous; do not render Arſes un- 
happy; a ſecret melancholy preys upon 
kim, which he labour in vain to conceal, 


Wax of the PASSIONS. 129 


the eyes of a tender father are penetrat- 
ing; I have never diſcerned in thoſe of 
Arſes that pure and tranquil joy pro- 
ceeding from ſucceſs in love; but not- 
withſtanding the apprehenſions this has 
given me, I relied upon you with an 
entire confidence, when you. arrive in 
Greece you may abandon Arſes ; will you 
do ſo? Ah! Cloe, ſatisfy me. 
I was about to anſwer Boranes, yet 
I know not very well what I could have 
ſaid to him; but the emotion with which 
be ſpoke. greatly advanced his laſt re- 
queſt, he expired i in our arms. | 

What I have told you of Arſes, my 


dear Ifmena, ought to have let you 


FISTS 


know, his heart.. Think what he felt t for 
the loſs of a father by whom he had 
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deen ſo tenderly beloved. The laſt opi- 
mon of Boraties drove him to deſpair. 
I did all. I could to prevent its effects, I 
even employed my innocent carefſes 
which alone could appeaſe him. Had it 
hot been for the powerful diverſion that 
fove had made in the heart of Arſes, he 
kad yielded to his grief. Marthefia a- 
bandoned herſelf to an exceſs of ſorrow, 
the ſurvived Boranes but eight days. I 
fincertly lamented them both, I mingled 
my tears with thoſe of Arſes, I forgot 
all the woes that Borànes had cauſed me 
to fuffer. There are hearts not formed 


- ir r eſentment. 


Tune captaln of the-thip permitted us 
to embalm the bodies or Boränes and 


Marhefia ; but one day that we had un- 


( 
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dergone 4. terrible tempeſt, he came ta 
us, ſay ing, the adden death of Baranes 
and Marthefia, is looked upon by. the 
paſſengers as a judgement - for ſame 
crime- they bad committed, they believe 
that their bodies will, bring. down, the 
wrath, of the Gods upon the ſhip ; they 
therefore are reſolved to have them 
thrown into the ſea, I am come to in- 


form you of it. 


A! rather en chro. me 8 
died Auſes, I will die it. they prevent 
wo from yaying the laſt duties to theſe ſa- 
cred remains of a tender ſachex and mother 
but let us go and expoliulate with theſe, 
oruel . wretches; lat ug ſhame. them out 


of their barbazity, or at leaſt let us per- 
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ſwade chem by intereſted motives ; ; what 
would I not endure” to move their 
hearts? « 2 

Be not thiis tranſported, my lord, re- 
plied the captain, fabmit to their power; 
do 'ndt' Uunllettake to remove ſuperſtition 


from weak minds, it never yet was at- 


ne ac 0 


tempted with ſucceſs, I am your friend, 

Tam going to prove myſelf ſuch, behold 
that iſland which is at ſo little diſtance 
from us, you ſhall land thereon, I will 
ſay that you are gone thither to buy the 
bodies of Boranes and Martheſia. Vou 
all be accompanied only wich your 
| wife, and our two Haves, you ſhall 
| | build à pile dehind that great rock, you, 
mall burn the bodies, collect their aſhes, 
| and bring them hither, no one will have 
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the leaſt ſuſpicion, I will hinder any 
perſon from going out of the ſhip ; you 
may honour in Greece the mournful ob- 
jects of your piety and love. 

Alrſes thank'd the Phenician captain 
with tranſports, he offered him rich 
preſents which he refuſed. We landed 
on the iſland, the two ſlaves carried the 
bodies of Arſes's father and mother, the 


rock hid us, we gathered aromatic herbs 
in which the iſland abounded; we ended 

at laſt their funeral rites. Arſes col- 
lected che aſhes which were ſo dear to 
him, he put them in à little urn of 
agathy, adorned with diamonds, which 
we had brought from Ogyris, we re- 
turned to our ſhip; but What was our 


* — —— 


—B——— — 
ps . 


544 War of the Pas320Ns, 


woniſhment? is was already under ful 
Gail, at a great diſtance from us. 
- Nothing eould equal our conſternation, 
we were fome moments without power 
to ſpeak. Well! eried Arſes, I am 
doomed to heap-. misfortunes on your 
head, I ſhall at laſt entirely ruin you, 
let ma prevent it by my death/] you will 
not then be involved in the A that 
purſue me. | 
0 nat ſuſſer yourſelf to V caſt down 
interrupted I, would you. receive leſſons 
of. fortitude from a woman? I da not 
bluſh. at what you. lock upon as a weak · 
nels, | replied. Arſes, is it. for myſelf. I 
fear ? no, dedthr doch not intiwidate me 2 
I deſire it; but I fear all for. you. Alas}. 
Cloe, if you knew the agitations of a 
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heart alarmed for what it loves! this 
iſland is unknown to us; is it not inha- 
bited by barbarians ? ſhall I expoſe you 
to their fury? ſhall I leave you here a- 


lone? we muſt howei er endeavour to re- 


connoitre the places round about us. 


Let us ſend our two ſlaves there for that 


purpoſe, ſaid I, we are aſſured of their 
fidelity, they will bring us an exact re- 
port, we will wait for them at the ſoot 
of this mountain, the ſlaves obey'd me, 
and went toa town which was not far off, 
We diſcourſed together however of 
Gur misfortunes: I know, ſaid Arſes 
to me, that there were perfidious men 
enough in the world; but I did not 
believe my dear Cloe, that there 


were any inhuman enough to abandon 


Vol. I. H 
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you thus; that the traitors ſhould ſacri- 
fice me to the deſire of enriching them- 
ſelves, I am not ſurprized; ſordid inte- 
reſt is the motive of fraud, and the ſove- 
reign of mean ſouls ; but could not they 
expoſe me alone to periſh in this iſland 
and carry you to Greece? J ſhould have 
willingly redeemed the leaſt of this your 
ſufferings with my fortune and my life. 

J could only anſwer the diſcourſe of 
Arſes with tears; when we ſaw approach- 
ing us a woman of moſt aſtoniſhing 
beauty. I took her for Thetis: ſhe had 
the majeſty of a goddeſs; ſhe was clad 
in a uniform green robe, ſhe appeared to 
be about forty years of age, but the gra- 
ces of the moſt blooming youth could 
make no addition to her charms ! ſhe Was 
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one of thoſe forms which never change: 

eyes ſparkling with vivacity joinꝰd to an air 
of generoſity and candour are the ſhafts of 
immortality. In ſuch forms as theſe we 
behold a ray of divinity. I ran towards 
Mirril (for that was the name of the per- 
ſon whom I took for a-goddeſs ;) I threw 
myſelf at her feet, and implored her ſuc- 
cour: ſhe raiſed me: how great is your 


error, cried ſhe! I am a mortal like 
yourſelf; but I perceive you are a ſtrang- 
er, and I ſhudder at the reflexion, follow 
me; that houſe which you ſee yonder is 
my own, you ſhall there be ſafe, and I 
will there inform you of the danger from 
which I deliver you. 
We followed Mirril, and preſently ar- 
rived” at her houſe,” a noble ſumplicity 


H 2 


143 WAR of the Pagssrons. 


reign'd throughout the dwelling, the a- 
partments, the furniture, every thing 
ſeem'd made for convenience, not for 
pleaſure, yet all was pleaſing, and while 
we thought we ſaw nothing but what 
was neceſſary, we found what was a- 
bundantly ſuperfluous, becauſe nothing 
here was laviſhly profuſe ; Mirril had diſ- 
| Poſed the whole with a great deal of 
taſte, it is better to ſatisfy our deſires, 
than to be ſati ated before we defire, » 

We enter'd a parlour decorated with 
the fineſt paintings, ſome of which repre- 
ſented thoſe mortals who had diſtinguiſhed 
themſelves, by exerciſing the laws of hoſpi- 
tality, or in doing good to their fellow- 
creatures. In others we ſaw that generous 
race of men, who having it in their pow- 
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er to indulge their juſt revenge, had only 
heaped benefits-on their enemies. 

Our taſte affords a true picture of our 
minds, all that we ſaw convinced us of 
the character and diſpoſition of Mirril, 
we could not think of her too favoura- 
bly. 

'Tis doubtleſs ſome fatal accident, ſays 
Mirril, that has brought you to this 
iſland ; the condition in which I found 
you induces me to think ſo, tell me whe- 
ther I have gueſſed right, *Tis not from 
a motive of idle curioſity, but for your 
own intereſt that I ask you the queſtion, 

We related in a few words to Mirril, 
the hiſtory ef our misfortunes ; ſhe ſeem- 
ed concerned when ſhe heard that we had 
ent our two ſlaves. to the city. O hea- 
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vens! what have you done, exclaimed 
ſhe, or rather what have I done 
myſelf! why did I not come ſooner to 
the ſea- ſide? I might have prevented 
your imprudence, judge whether I have 
not reaſon to be alarmed. 

The inhabitants of this iſland praCtiſp 
the barbarous cuſtom of ſacrificing to 
their Gods all thoſe who are thrown upon 
their coaſt, whether by tempeſt, or any 
other accident. They imagine them to 
be guilty wretches purſued by heaven, 
and that they muſt give them up to its 
vengeance to execute which they them» 


ſclves muſt be the miniſters. 


An opinion abſurd as this is ſurprizes 
you : but of what is not a falſe aal ſar re- 
ligion capable? To avoid offending the 
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Gods, theſe people become inhuman and 
criminal, it oughtto excite your pity. Fear 
debaſes the ſoul, and weakens the mind, 
it is notwithſtanding neceſſary, without 
it we might be every day the victims of 
barbarity. | 

Thoſe ſtrangers, who come voluntari- 
ly into the iſland, are very gracioully re- 
| ceived ; they exerciſe towards them the 
laws of hoſpitality, ſo true it is that error 
creates a monſtrous contrariety of opi- 
nion. I have felt their rage, my own 
woes engage my concern for thoſe of o- 
thers, my heart is open to compaſſion 
for the wretched, my whole endeavours 
are to alleviate and redreſs them, tis 
with this deſign that I have built this 
houſe on the borders of the ſea; I have 
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gained the eſteem of the inhabitants of 
the iſland, but they would not ſpare me 
if they knew that I do not think like 
them : for to thoſe who are blinded and 
miſled by prejudice, it 1s the greateſt of 
crimes to be enlightened. 

Do you ſee that high mountain, it 
appears inacceſſible ; the multitude of its 
caverns renders it horrible: you will there 
however find an agreeable retreat, I will 
conduct you thither by a tract known 
only to myſelf ; never did nature form a 
more enchanting ſituation: the unfortu- 
nate perſons. whom I have ſaved have 
labaured to embelliſh it, I have furniſhed 
them with the means. It was occupied 
eight days ago by two Theſlalians ; but 
a ſhip having paſſed by our iſland they 
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embark'd on board of it; you will have 
the ſame good fortune, if your flaves 
don't betray you. But if they ſay that 
you are in the iſland, you will be fought 
for, and will not perhaps- be able to pro- 
fit by the firſt favourable oppartunity : 
let us go however and provide for your 
ſafety. | | 

Mirril was alone in her houſe ; ſhe had 
neither ſlaves nor domeſticks, they would 
have revealed her ſecrets: ſordid -minds 
know little of fidelity. 

We followed Mirril into a cavern ſormed 
by the mountain, and which was conti- 
guous to her houſe. After having travel- 
led for ſome time. in. darkneſs we gaincd 
the entrance of the path which leads hi- 


ther, Mirril had taken care to concea} 


Hs 
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it with ſtones which ſhe} had artfully 
heap'd one upon another within and with- 
out: we aſcended, I know not whether 


this ſecret tract has been made by art or 
nature, but it is exceeding eaſy. 


Our ſurprize was extreme on ſeeing 


the charms of this dwelling. You have 


as yet ſeen but a part of it, on the other 
fide of the grotto you will ſee flowery 
parterres, ſhady walks, delightful arbours, 
and all the mingled beauties of art and 
nature. Theſe points which are formed 


on one ſide by the rocks, and on the 


other by the mountains, which ſurround 


us, conceal us from all eyes. This re- 
treat ſeems as if intended for an aſylum 
ſor thoſe who are purſued by the rigour 
of a cruel deſtiny. This grotto is of 
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ſuch an extent as you have not perceiv- 
ed, it leads to apartments hollowed out 
of the rock, wherein are to be found by 
the care of Mirril all the conveniencies 
you can deſire. 

Mirril withdrew from our acknow- 
ledgements: true generoſity exacts no 
ſuch returns, but our hearts were but ; 
the more affected. Mirril came to ſee 
us every day; when ſhe had a mind to 
ſtay with us all night, we ſpent it in 
liſtning to her, we were never tired of 
her converſation ; ſhe gave us the hiſ- 
tory of her life, but I had rather ſhe 
ſhould recount it to you herſelf, my re- 
cital muſt needs already appear tedious. 

How ! interrupted Iſmena, ſhall we 
then ſee the adorable Mirril? Ves, te- 
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plied Cloe, I hope ſhe will return this 
evening, I have not ſeen her theſe two 
days; ſhe will be overjoy'd to find you 
here, ſhe knows you, my dear Iſmena, 
and can ſhe be unacquainted with Age- 
nor, ſince ſhe knows all the ſecrets of 
my heart? | 

We have been a month in this ſpot; 
the pure and ſerene air we breathe here, 
the aſſiduities of Mirril in attending upon 
us, the reſpectful ſervices of Arſes, all 
theſe ought to have render'd my condi- 
tion happy: but what happineſs can we 
experience, at a diſtance from- thoſe we 
love? Arſes ſaid often to me, my dear 
Cloe, if you loved me, you would eſ- 
teem this place above any other in the 


world, you would never quit it; hem 
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many days might we paſs here agree- 
ably? Envy and malice would not be 
able to reach us; to the diſgrace of hu- 
man kind I ſpeak it, ſolitude is prefe- 
rable to their ſociety. We might here 


enjoy the united ſweets of friendſhip, 


love and virtue. 

Arſes was not contented with pre- 
ſenting me with this delightful picture, 
he ſought to inſpire my ſoul with thoſe 
tender agitations which his own under- 
went: 1 puniſhed him for the flight fa- 
vours he forced from me, Mirril was 
often obliged to obtain- his pardon ; ſhe 


would even have rendered me ſenſible 


of Arſes's paſſion ; but ſhe did not con- 


demn me, as ſhe well knew that love is 


an involuntary crime, g 


ö 
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I was notwithſtanding overwhelmed 
with grief, I thought of nothing but 
| retiring to Athens, and beholding once 
again all that I loved, I durſt not flat- 
ter myſelf with this hope, Mirril and 
Arſes encouraged me to entertain it, they 
were affected with my forrows. At 
length one day we ſaw a ſhip arrive, 
Mirril was not then with us, ſhe came 
however in a little time, ſhe told us 
that the ſhip we had ſeen belonged to 
ſome Greeks, and was returning to 
Greece. My joy was no leſs extreme 
than Arſes's afflition, but he concealed 
it from my obſervation. 

It was not without the moſt lively re- 
gret that I prepared to leave Mirril, I 


fignified it to her: I am ſenſible of you 
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concern, ſaid the, I knew its value; the 
majority of thoſe who. profeſs friendſhip 
know nothing of it, they only ſeek their 
own ſatisfaction; I will equal you in this 
reſpect, by making the eruel effort of 
parting from you: the captain of the 
ſhip, muſt be ſpoke with to take you 
on board. Part of the jewels which Ar- 
ſes has preſerved, will fecure you his 
favour; I cannot charge myſelf with 
this commiſſion, left J ſhould be ſuſpec- 
ted of a plot which would defeat your 
intentions. Your flaves have ſubmitted 
to be ſacrificed rather than betray you. 
The iſland is large and populous: Ar- 
ſes will not be known to be a ſtranger; 
thoſe who have inhabited this mountain 


have been ſaved in this manner. When 
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Arſes has gained over the captain, and 
has learned the day of his departure, he 
muſt prevail with him to bring his ſhip 
to the foot of the rock: but let . him 
be careful to conceal the misfortune 
that brought you hither. A prudent cau- 
tion is always neceſſary, few are to be 
truſted without it. Come then Arſes, 
continued Mirril, I will conduct you to 
the city; on the other ſide you will find 
the ſhip I mentioned to you. 

Arſes took his leave of me as affec- 
tionately as if he had been to leave me 
for ever: I underwent in my turn a 
ſvoon which ſurprized me; I conceived 


from it a diſmal omen; I would have 


deferred the enterprize till the next day; 
Mirril told me that it might then per- 
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haps be too late. Arſes promis'd to be 
with me by the cloſe of the day, I 
embraced him tenderly, he ſet out with 
Mirril, 

I could not refle& upon the dangers to 
which I had expoſed Arſes, without 
ſhedding tears. I was all day in a vio- 
lent agitation. I ſaw the ſun diſappear 
and hide itſelf in the ſea, and no Arſes 
returned; I ſpent the whole night in the 
place where the road ends which leads 
to the iſland; the leaſt noiſe made me 
tremble, my fears were but too well 
grounded. The next day I ſaw Mirril 
return, ſhe was alone: alas! Mirril, 
cried I, what is become of Arſes ? | 

What! replied ſhe, is not Arſes here-? 
how you alarm me upon his account! 


162 WAR of the PAssroxs. 


he may have been recogniz d, perhaps 
he is ſtill with the Greek captain. No, 
faid I to Mirril, Arſes is no longer maſ- 
ter of his fate, he would elſe have pre- 
ferred to every thing the pleaſure of be- 
ing with me. O, benevolent Mirril ! do 
not forſake Arſes. b 
What can I do for him, replied Mir- 
il? you know I cannot fave his life if 
be is ordained to periſh; but compoſe 
yourſelf, we ſometimes dread thoſe mis- 
fortunes which never befal us, and this 
apprehenſion is a real woe. I am going 
to the city, I am in hopes of returning 
to you with good news. 
It was the day before yeſterday that 
Mirril talked to me in this manner, and 
leſt me; I have wandcred about this 
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place ſince her departure reſlecting on 
my unparallelꝰd ſufferings. The ſtorm to 
night obliged me to ſhelter myſelf in the 
cave, my ſenſes were oppreſſed, repoſe 
nevertheleſs fled from me; J thought I 
ſaw every moment the tender Arſes ex- 
piring under the fatal knife and not dar- 
ing to reproach me with his death. 

As ſoon as the sky became ſerene, and 
day appeared, I went out of the cave: 
what a ſpectacle have I juft beheld! 
I have ſeen your ſhip wreck'd; I was 
bewailing the unhappy wretches who 
ſtruggled ineffeRually with the waves, 
when I perceived you. You fixed my 
attention, I ſaw your endeavours to aſ- 
cend this rock, and though I knew not 
it was you, I offered up my prayers in 
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your behalf, which a ſentiment of hu- 
manity dictated to me; but how ſoon 
was the motive changed! You arrived 
here, I ſaw you, I ſaw likewiſe Agenor, 
but I could not believe my eyes or my 
heart. 

My mind, ſaid I to myſelf, has been 
theſe two days in ſuch diſorder, and my 
ſpirits ſo depreſs'd, that I am under an 
illuſion; I was nevertheleſs ſeized with 
ſuch a faintneſs, that I could not ſup- 
port myſelf ; I leaned againſt a tree, it 
concealed me from your ſight, you ap- 
proach'd it, I then believed the tranſports 
of my ſoul. I was about to run towards 
you, my dear Iſmena, I ſaw you fall 
down deprived of ſenſe ; I ſaw the de- 
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Tpair of Agenor, I knew his love for 
you; the concern I underwent on that 
account would have reduced me to the 
ſame condition in which I ſaw you, but 
love and friendſhip ſupported my ſtrength; 
it was requiſite I ſhould ſave Agenor 
from his own fury, it was requiſite I 
ſhould ſuccour you, the Gods have fa- 
voured my deſigns, they have prolonged 
my days to preſerve yours, I hope they 
will now end my woes and my life to- 
gether. | 
It was thus that Cloe related her mis- 
fortunes, ſhe did not exact of Iſmena 
to tell her in return the reaſon of her 
being with Agenor ; ſhe was intereſted, 
in the ſecrets of her friend, but ſhe did 
not requeſt a recital, true friendſhip is 
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not indifcreet. Cloe did not dare to be- 
heve that Iſmena Had betrayed her. An 
honeft mind is a ſtrarger to injurious 
ſuſpicions. She attributed to an invin- 
cible inclination the love ſhe had ſeen: 
Iſmena {expreſs for Agenor, ſhe would 
Have ſpared her the dangerous confeſſion. 
Iſmena faw the generoſity of her 
friend, the was affected with it: my 
dear Cloe, faid ſhe, you do not reproach 
me as I appear to deſerve, I fhould up- 
braid myſelf enough if I was guiltyz 
but if the Gods have implanted in our 
hearts like fentiments, if the ſympathy 
which unites us, © inſpires us with the 
ſame intereſts, and the fame paſſſons, 
how ſhould I avoid loving Agenor ?' 
my love for him, aroſe only-from-yours;- 
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the confidence you imparted to me, ſuſ- 
pended the confeſſion I was about to 
make to you, and obliged me to com- 
bat with my inclination, I have avoided 
Agenor, and have ſeen with regret his 
growing paſſion, I have endeavoured to 


ſuppreſs it, I have ſacrificed to you my 
lover and my love. 


Agenor diſcouraged by my rigour quit- 

ted Athens, a little after your departure, 

| he returned thither when ſome pirates 
having carried me away, his love indu- 
ced hinv to ſhare my chains, my own 
has let me know my own weakneſs, but 
the · Gods have ſupported me, I am ſtill 
worthy to enter the temple of Diana, 
but let us return to Athens; I will there 
conſecrate myſelf to the goddeſs; and 
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if Agenor loves me, he will unite him« 
ſelf to you, you are the deareſt portion 
of my ſoul. | 

Agenor could ſcarcely retain the tran- 
fports of his grief during the diſcourſe 
of Ifmena : Cloe took notice of it; for 
Pity, Agenor, ſaid-ſhe, do not aggravate 
my ſufferings ; I promiſe you not to en- 
creaſe yours, leave to me the care of 
your happineſs, I will not abnſe the 
friendſhip of Iſmena, I will not be be- 
hindhand with her; but let us go out 
of this cave, the freſhneſs of theſe charm- 
ing places invites us to take a turn a- 
bout them, may the Gods bring hither 
preſently Mirril and Arſ ess 1121 

Iſmena and Agenor followed Cloe, 
Agenor led his two admirers by the 
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hand ; he was obliged to behave with e- 
qual circumſpection to both of them, his 

fate depended on it; if his eyes ſtrayed 
towards Iſmena, ſhe preſently ſent them 
back to Cloe; if he gazed on Cloe, 
love recalled him inſtantly to Iſmena; 
they took a view of the mountain, Cloe 
pointed out to them all its beauties. 
Night obliged them to return to the 
cave, when they perceived Mirril: Cloe 
exulted with joy at the fight of her, ſhe 
ran to meet Mirril, and found her me- 
lancholy and dejected. Cloe felt her fears 
for Arſes redoubled, ſhe remain'd mo- 
tionleſs, ſhe ſat down at laſt on the turf 
which ſurrounded the cave, Mirril fear. 
ful of overwhelming her, would have di- 
verted her grief awhile, ſhe aſked her 
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who were Agenor and Iſmena, ſhe was 
informed by themſelves; they told her 
how they came upon this mountain. Cloe 
| heard nothing, ſhe was in a profound re- 
. verie. | | 
At length faid the in a trembling 
voice, I have then occaſioned the death 
of Arſes, the generous Arſes is doubtleſs 
ſacrificed, you would ſpare me the hor- 
rid tale, ah! Mirril ſtrive not to hide 
it from me, I fee the fate of Auſes writ- 
ten in your eyes, fear not to give me this 
deadly blow, my misfortunes cannot be 
augmented; the Gods have already ex- 
gauſted all their indignation on me. 
Vou are to blame, child, interrupted 
Mirril, to accuſe the Gods: they have 
conducted hither Imena and Agenor, to 
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eonſole you for the death of Arſes: he 
is no more, I am too much affected with 
his death to conceal it from you, liſten to 
the mournful circumſtances. 

Two days after I left you, I went 
down to the city, I there learned that a 
young ſtranger, who had ſecreted him- 
ſelf for ſome time in the iſland had been 
diſcovered by a woman who was .going 
| to be ſacrificed, and that they had carried 
him to priſon. 

I was immediately alarmed for Arſes, I 
went to the priſon, the doors were always 
open'd to me, I was known to take de- 
light in conſoling the unhappy criminals ; 
1 found Arſes therein, I embraced him 
tenderly, tears of joy and grief ran down 
the cheeks of Arſes; he began a diſcourſe 
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which he broke off a thouſand times, he 


enquired every moment whether Cloe 


was ſafe; the aſſurances I gave him that 


ſhe was ſo, the recital of Cloe's con- 


cern on his account, gave him great ſa- 
tisfaction, the reflection that he was a- 
bout to loſe her for ever afflicted him 
ſeverely: when he had a little recovered 


himſelf, madam, ſaid he to me, I am 


deſtined to fall a victim to love. We 


muſt ſubmit to our lot; learn by what 
fatality you find me here. | 

I left you yeſterday at the gate of the 
city, when 1 had entered it, I ſaw a 
multitude of people aſſembled, and was 
inform'd they were going to facrifice to 
Neptune ſome ſtrangers, whom the tem- 
peſt had caſt upon their iſland, I never- 
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theleſs ſaw compaſſion in the countenan- 
ces of all the ſpectators. of this horrid 
ſhow ; theſe people ſaid I to myſelf a- 
bandon themſelves with reluctance to the 
fanaticiſm which inſpires them, they have 
not the reſolution to liſten to humanity 
which pleads within their hearts, whence 


is it alas, that error and ſuperſtition 
ſhould thus ſtir up a thouſand woes to 
diſturb the harmony of nature ! Happy 
ſhould we be were we to liſten to the 
voice of her, who has implanted in our 
ſouls the love of our fellow creatures! 
1 was notwithſtanding hurried along 
by the crowd, we came to the place of 
execution. I would have gone away that 
my eyes might not be tortured with ſuch 


a cruel ſight, when I ſaw among the 
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wretches who wete to be ſacrifced, 2 


woman wWiom I fancied 1 could recolle&, 
nor was I miſtaken, it was Ameſtris, 
ſhe ſaw me, and fuddenly freed herſelf 
from the hands of the prieſt ; ſhe ran 
to me, and ſeizing me in a tranſport of 
rage, barbarous wretch! exclaimed ſlie, 
art thou come to glut thy eyes with my 
blood ? wouldſt thou be a witneſs of my 
ſafferings ? us you who have brought 
me to this fatal end; the furious 2eal 
of theſe people will be juſtified by my 


death; I have merited celeſtial venge= 
ance, and have only eſcaped the tem- 
peſt to . a more cruel manner; ; 
but you ought to perifh with 1 me ; ; you | 


alone was the cauſe of my guilt; had it 
not been for your barbatous inſenſibility, 


* 
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I had not been perſidious or a parricide 
what treachery did I not employ to poſ- 
ſeſs you, and what a dreadful revenge 
did J practiſe when I had loſt all hopes! 
I facrificed Arbaces with a view of de- 
ſtroying you and all your family, I quit- 
ted Perſta, and purſued you with the 
ſame intent; but I have it ſtill in my 


power to accompliſh it.. I will not al- 


low my hateful rival. to enjoy either Ar- 
ſes, or that day-light which is going to 


be for ever excluded from my ſight. At- 


tend, ye people, continued Ameſtris: 
this young man is a ſtranger; doubtleſs 


a fate like mine has thrown him upon 


your coaſt. He would not have come 


hither. of his own accord, if he had L 
ſhould have ſeen the ſhip which brought. 
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him. Arſes is not here alone: he ſailed 
from Ogyris with his father, his mo- 
ther, and his wife, let them all die: you 
cannot offer up a ſacrifice more welcome 
to your Gods. 
During the diſcourſe of Ameſtris all 
eyes were turned upon me; a moſt pro- 
found ſilence was the effect of the uni- 
verſal aftoniſhment, I took advantage of 
it to exhort the people to conſider with 
themſelves, and to ſet aſide with horror 
their barbarous cuſtom; I would have 
excited their compaſſion in favour of A- 
meſtris. I excuſed her, I ſaw all their 
minds difturbed ; but the high prieſt or- 
dered the victim to be brought to the 
altar; thither likewiſe they conducted 


me. Ameſtris far from being appeaſed, 
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was offended at my pity: why cannot I 
ſee the breaſt of my rival pierced, faid 


ſhe to me ? but I will torment ye both 
in the infernal regions; I die content, I 
am revenged, you wil quickly follow 
me, and to. enhance your miſery you 
will, regret the loſs of life becauſe you 
once was 3 I „ 

Ameſtris had ſcarcely time to finiſh 
theſe words, when ſhe received the 
deadly blow; they were obliged to re- 
peat it; her ſoul recoiled with horror at 
ſight of the torments that were prepared 
for her; ; the entrails of Ameſtris and 
her heart ſtill panting, were burnt upon 
the altar, J ſtood ſo near it, that ſome 
of the blood flew upon me. All mine 


was Chilled in my veins: I ſhed tears 


* 
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of fincerity for i iny truet e enemy, nothing 

can expel compaſton from a grierdus 
" mind, 

Alfter Ameſtris they facrificed Mero, 
und two Perſians who had ſaved them- 
Klves at the ſame time with them from 
thipwreck. I expected death without 
fear, my heart had nothing to teproach 
itſelf with, it was not torn by remorſe, 
death deprived me of n6 bleſſing, I had 
been inured to misfortune, In fach x ſitu 
ation we quit life with pain. My foul 
Was taken up with the only object that 
decupied it incellantly; our paſſions ex- 
ert themſelves with greater influerice at 
the approach of death. 1 conjured the 
fun to protect Cloe, and to {Kield her 
from the cruel ftroke that threatened me. 
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The high prieft apptodthcd me, 1 
preſented my boſom to the knife which 
he fill bel in his Hand: no, Haid he to. 
me, we WII not Herifies you to day. 


Let him be eartied back to Priſdn, * con- 


tinued ne, he muſt declare to us whire 
he left the companions ' of his muse. 
tune. FE | | 


In vain did 1 proteſt I 0 alone, 23 | 
conducted me hither, and you ſee plain- 


ly, madam, that I ſhall ſuffer the moſt 
cruel death rather than endanger the life 
of my dear Cloe. Inform Cloe, added 
Arſes, of the ſentiments I carry with me 
to the grave, and tell her, that T wiſh 
for her ſake that all the love I bore to 
her, may after my death be rranſewicted 
to the heart of Agenor. 
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- Arles, thus expreſſed. his, lively. grati- 
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tute towards ; mez 1 was unable to an- 
| ſwer bim, my ſighs prevented my utte- 
rance. I at length told Arſes that I was 
going to make one laſt, effort, to ſave 
him. I left bim, and, haſten'd. o the 
queen's palace, what did. I. not ſay to 
that princeſs in een! of Ares I de- 
ſcribed. to her his generous mind, his 
amiable form, the queen was moved in 
his behalf; I read it in her eyes, never» 
theleſs I could obtain nothing. She told 
me ſhe could not infringe the laws, and 
adviſed me to apply to the king, but it 
was too late to ſpeak to him. Arſes 
was not to be examined till the next 
day. I laid all night in the city; as 
foon as morning dawned 1 returned 
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to the priſon: imagine my grief when 
they told me that Arſes expired in tor- 
ments during the night, and that his bo- 
dy had been thrown into the ſea. . 

I never could have believed that my 
foul ſo long accuſtomed to misfortunes, 
would have been ſo ſenſible as it was at 
that moment. But how could I forbear 
to lament the loſs of Arſes ? his virtues 
endear'd him to me, can there | be a 
ſtronger motive for eſteem L | 

Cloe interrupted every moment with 
her ſighs the recital of Mirril : ſhe ſeem- 
ed to be ready to expire with grief; 
they carried her into the cave, | where 
ſhe was ſeized with a violent fever: 


her life was three days in the utmoſt 
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| Ganger, Iſmena" in deſpair at ſecing lier 
| Hifend's wretched ſituation, refolved not 
to leave her, ſhe exafted all the ten- 
dereſt care of Agenor in behalf of Cloe; 
he could refufe nothing to Iſmena. 

Cloe faw with ſatisfaction all the affi- 
duity' of Agenor; love loſes nothing that 
can ſooth it. The foul is an enemy to 
grief; which is the reaſon that it ſo rea- 
dily entertains hope; continually divid- 
ed betwixt love and friendſhip, that of 
Cloe was open to every ſentiment of 
tenderneſs and joy: Cloe's agitation en- 
hanced by grief and deſpair at PN 
ſobſided; her health gained ground eve- 
ry day, but it was requiſite to diverd 
her concern for Arſes, which whenever 
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ſhe indulged ſhe would fall again into a 
deadly languor and ſtupefaction. 

Iſmena and Agenor were not leſs to 
be pitied than Cloe: Agenor was an in- 
ſurmountable obſtacle to his paſſion. Iſ- 
mena deprived him of all hopes, ſhe even 
avoided being alone with him ; the ſoul 
of Iſmena was cruelly tortured: in the 
combats we engage in againſt love, the 


conqueror pays dear for his victory, 
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